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ADVERTISEMENT. 


J. Tonſon, and the other Proprietors of the 
Copies of Shake/pear's Plays deſigning to fi- 
niſh their Edition now publiſhing, with all 
Speed, give Notice, That with the laſt Play 
they will deliver Gratis General Titles to 
each Volume of the whole Work, ſo that 
each Play may be bound in its proper Place: 
And alſo do give further Notice, That any 
Play of Shakeſpear*s that now is, or hereafter 
ſhall be out of Print, will be reprinted with- 
out Delay; ſo that all Gentlemen who have 
bought thoſe Plays, ſhall not be diſappoint- 
ed, but may depend on having their Sers 
compleated. 


N. B. Ibhere as one R. Walker has propo/ed 


fo Pirate all Shakeſpear's Plays, but through 


Ignorance of what Plays are Shakeſpear's, did 
in ſeveral Advertiſements propoſe to print Oedi- 
pus King of 'Thebes as oxze of Shakeſpear's 
Plays; and has ſince printed Tate's King Lear 
inſtead of Shakeſpear's, and in That and Ham- 
let has omitted almoſt One Half of the Genuine 
Editions printed by J. Tonſon and the Proprie- 
tors; The World will therefore judge how lite- 
ly they are to have a compleat Collection of 


Shakeſpear's Plays from the ſaid R. Walker. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Lord, before whom the Play is ſuppoſed tobe play'd. 
Chriſtopher Sly, a drunken Tinker. 
Hoſteſs. 
Page, Players, Huntſmen, and other Servants attending 
on the Lord. 


The Perſons of the Play it ſelf are, 


Baptiſta, Father to Katharina and Bianca, very rich. 

Vincentio, an old Gentleman of Piſa. 

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca, 

Petruchio, a Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor to Katha- 
rina. 

Gremio, 

Hortenſio, 


Trans; g Servant to Lucentio. 


8 Pretenders to Blanca. 


Grumio, Servant to Petruchio. 
Pedant, an old fellow ſet up to perſonate Vincentio. 


Katharina, the Shrew, 
Bianca, Her Siſter, 
Widow, 


Taylor, Haberdaſhers, with Servants attending 
en Baptiſta and Petruchio. 


SCENE, /ometimes in Padua, and ſome- 
times in Petruchio's Houſe in the Country. 
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Enter Hoſteſs and Sly. 


31. 


5297317. ' L L pheeze you, in faith, 
ES Hoſe, A pair of ſtocks, you rogue. 
Sly, Y'are a baggage, the Slies are no 
rogues, Look in the Chronicles, we 
Ns came in with Richard Conqueror; there- 
L fore paucus pallabris, let the world ſlide: 
Sella. 
Hoſt, You will not pay for the Glaſſes you have burſt ? 
Sly. No, not a deniere: go by S. Feronimy, go to 
thy cold bed, and warm thee. 
Hoff, I know my remedy; I muſt go fetch the 
® Third-borough, Exit. 
A3 Sly. 


AIThird.-boroug h, or Conſtable. 
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Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll anſwer 
him by law; VII not budge an inch, boy; let him 
come, and kindly. 


SCENE II. 


Wind horns, Enter a Lord from hunting with a Train. 


Lerd. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my 
hounds, 
* Brach Merriman, the poor cur is imboſt; 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach, 
Sau 'ſt thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge corner in the coldeſt fault? 
I would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 

Hun, Why, Belman is as goed as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereſt loſs, 

And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent: 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog, 

Lord. Thou art a fool; if Fccho were as fleet, 
I would efteem him worth a dozen ſuch. 

But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I inten to hunt again. 

Hun, | will, my Lord. 

Lord, What's here? one dead, or drunk ? ſee doth 

he breathe? 

2 Hun, Hr breathes, my Lord, were he not warm'd 

with ale, 
This were a bed but cold, to fleep ſo ſoundly. 

Lord, O monſtrous beat! how like a ſwine he lies! 
Grim deith, how foul and loathſome is thine image! 
Sirs, | will practiſe on this druaken man. 
hat think you if he were convey'd to bed, 

Wrapt in ſweet cloaths; rings put upon his fingers; 
A molt delicious banquet by his bed, 

Ard brave attendants near him when he wakes; 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf? 

1 Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot 

chuſe. 


* Brach, a hound. 
2 Nun. 
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2 Hun, It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he 
wak'd. 
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthleſs fancy, 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt : 
Carry him gently to my Lirefk chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures 
Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, 
And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging ſweet. 
Procure me muſick ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a heay'nly ſound ; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſhye reverence, 
Say, what is it your honour will command? 
Let one attend him with a ſilver baſon 
Full of roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with flowers, 
Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper; | 
And ſay, wil't pleaſe your lordſhip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuit, 
And ask him what apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horſe, 
And that his Lady mourns at his diſeaſe; 
Perſwade him that he hath been lunatick. 
And when he ſays he's poor, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord: 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs: 
Tr will be paſtime paſſing excellent, 
If it be husbanded with modeſty, 
1 Hun, My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our part, 
As he ſhall think by our true diligence, 
He is no leſs than what we ſay he is. 
Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 
Sound Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go ſee what trumpet 'tis that ſounds, | 
Belike ſome noble gentleman that means, 
Travelling ſome journey, to repoſe him bere. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Servant. 


How now, who is it? 
Ser, Pleaſe your honour, players 
That offer ſervice to your lordſhip, 
Lord, Bid them come near: 


Enter Players, 


Now fellows, you are welcome. 
Play. We thank your honour, 
Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to-night ? 
Lord, With all my heart, This fellow! remember, 
Since once he play d a farmer's eldeſt ſon ; 
'T was where you woo'd the gentlewoman ſo wellg 
I have forgot your name ; bur ſure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 
Sim. I think *twas Soto that your honour means. 
Lord. Tis very true, thou didſt it excellent x 
Well, you are come to me in happy time. 
The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can aſſiſt me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night 
But I am doubtful of your modeſties, 
Left over eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, 
And ſo offend him: for I tell you, Sirs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient, 


2 Play. So pleaſe your lordſhip to accept our duty? 


Play. Fear not, my lord, we can contain our ſelyes3 


Were he the verieſt antick in the world. 


* 2 Player. [to the other.] Go get a diſhelout to make 


clean your ſhoes, and I'll ſpeak for the properties. 


| [Exit Players 
My lord, we muft haye a ſhoulder of mutton for a pro- 
perty, and alittle vinegar to make our devil roar, 
Lord, 


® This ſpeech is addetl from the old edition, 


” 
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IM in to counſel them: haply my pre 
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Lord. Go ſirrab, take them to the buttery, 
Let them want nothing that the houſe affords. 


[Exit one with the players, 


Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 

And ſee him dreſt in all ſuits like a lady: 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 

And call him madam, do him all obeiſance. 

Tell him from me, (as he will win my loye) 

He bear himſelf with honourable action, 

Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble ladies 

Unto their lords, by them accompliſhed ; 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 

With ſoft low tongue, and lowly courteſy; 

And fay, what is't your honour will command, 

Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 

May ſhew her duty, and make known her love? 

And then with kind embracements, tempting kiſſes, 

And with declining head into his boſom, 

Bid him {hed tears, as being over-joy'd 

To fee her noble lord reſtor'd to health, 

Who for theſe ſeven years hath eſteem'd himſelf 

No better than a poor and loathſome beggar : 

Ard it the boy have not a woman's gift 

To rain a ſhower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do well for ſuch a ſhift, 

ich in a napkin being cloſe convey'd, 

Shall in deſpight enforce a wat'ry eye. 

See this diſpatch'd with all the haſte thou can'ſt, 

Anon 'i givethee more inſtructons. Exit Servant, 

I know the boy will well uſurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, and action of a gentlewoman. 

1 long to hear him call the drunkard, husband, 

And how my men willſtay themſelves from laughter 

Vhen they do homage to this ſimple peaſant; 
fence 

May. well abate the over-merry ſpleen, 

Which otherwiſe would go into extreams. 


As SCENE 


6 
| 
* 
* 
7 
þ 
: 


ITY FF 


© 4 ** — 88 


3 a TiO Ed = - 2 
wi ergo eng 
* £7 — a „ * 2 


8 — 2 . — : 
SA 


2 


TIS 


10 The Tamixc of the SRE. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Sly with attendants, ſome with apparel, baſen 
and euer, and other appurtenances, 


Sly. For God's ſake a pot of ſmall ale. 


1 Serv, Will't pleaſe your lordſhip drink a cup of 
lack? | 


2 Serv, Will't pleaſe your honour taſte of theſe 
conſeryes ? TX 515 

3 Serv. What rayment will your honour wear to-day ? 

Sly. I am Chriftophero Sly, call not me honour, nor 
lordſhip: I ne'er drank ſack in my life: and if you 
give me any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: 
ne'er ask me what raiment I'll wear, for 1 have no 
more doublets than backs, no more ſtockings than 
legs, nor no more ſhoes than feet, nay ſometimes 
more feet than ſhoes, or ſuch ſhoes as my toes look 
thro the over-leather, 

Lord. Heav'n ceaſe this idle humour in your bonour. 
O that a mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 

Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high eſteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul a ſpirit, 

Sly. What, would you make me mad? am not ! 
Chriſtophero Sly, old Sly's ſon of Burton-heath, by 
birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tran(- 
mutation a bearherd, and now by preſent profeſſion 
a tinker? ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wite of Min- 
cot, if ſhe know me not; if ſhe ſay I am not fourteen 

ence on the ſcore for ſheer-ale, ſcore me up for the 
Pying' l knave in Chriſtendom, What I am not * be- 
ſtraught: here's 

3 May. Oh this it is that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Man, Oh this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhun your 

houſe, | 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy. 
Oh noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 


| Call 
* beſtravght, diſtracted. 


all 
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Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And baniſh hence theſe abject lowly dreams, 

Look how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 

Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have muſick? hark, Apollo plays, [M ſick. 
And twenty caged Nightingales do ſing. 

Or wilt thou ſleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 

On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride, thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 

Doſt thou love hawking? thou haſt hawks will ſoar 
Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 


Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, 


And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth, 
1 Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy greyhounds. are 
| as ſwift 
As breathed ſtags; ay, fleeter than the roe. 
2 Man, Doſt thou love pictures? we will fetch thee 
ſtrait 
Adonis painted by a running brook, 
And Citkerea all in ſedges hid, 
Which ſeem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Ev'n as the waving ſedges play with wind. 
Lord, We'll ſhew thee Jo, as ſhe was a maid. 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 
As lively painted as the deed was | {car 
3 Man. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny 
wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe blee ds; 
And at the ſight ſhall ſad Apollo weep : 
So workminly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age. | 

1 Man, And 'till the tears that ſhe hath ſhed for thee] 
Like envious floods, o'er-run her lovely face, 

She was the faireſt creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none, 
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Sly. Am I a lord, and have I ſuch a lady? 
Or do I dream? or have Idream'd 'till now? 
I do not fleep; I ſee, I hear, 1 ſpeak; 
I ſmel] ſweet ſayours, and I feel ſoft things: 
Upon my life I am a lord indeed, 
And nota tinker, nor Chriftophero Sly, 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our ſight, 
And once again a pot o'th' ſmalleſt ale. 
2 Man. == pleaſe your mightineſs to waſh you 
ands. 
Oh how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 
Or when you wak'd, you wak'd as if you flept. 
Sly. Theſe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap: 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time? | 
1 Man. Oh yes, my lord, but very idle words. 
For tho' you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door, 
And rail'd upon the hoſtefs of the houſe, 
And ſay you would preſent her at the Leet, 
Becauſe ſhe bought ſtone jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts; 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. 
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe, 
3 Man, Why Sir, you know no houſe, nor no ſuch 
maid, 
Nor no ſuch men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Sly. Now lord be thanked for my good amends. 
All. Amen. 
Sly. “ By th* maſs I think I am a lord indeed, 
What is thy name? 
Man. Simon, an't pleaſe your honour. 
Sly. Sim? that's as much as to ſay Simeon or Simon } 
put forth thy hand and fill the pot, 
| SCENE 
* This and ihe two following eeches added from ths 
old edition. 7 
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S GENIE V. 


Enter Lady with attendants. 


Sly. I thank thee, thou wilt not loſe by it. 

Lady. How fares my noble lord? 

Sly. Marry 1 fare well, for here is cheer enough, 
Where 1s my wife ? 

Lady. Here noble lord, what is thy will with her ? 

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me husband! 
My men ſhould call me lord, 1am your good man. 

Lady. My * and my lord, my lord and huſ- 

band, 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly. I know it well, what muſt I call her? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Alce madam, or Joan madim ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elle, ſo lords call ladies, 

Sly. Come, fit down on my knee. Sim, drink to 
her. Madam wife, they ſay that I have dream'd, and 
ſlept above ſome fifteen years and more, 

Lady, Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me, 

Being all this time abandon'd from your bed, 

Sly. *'Tis much, Servants leave me and her alone: 
madam, undreſs you, and come now to bed, Sim, 
drink to her. 

Lady. Thrice noble lord, let me intreat of you, 

To pardon me yet for a night or two: 

Or it not ſo, until the ſun be ſet; 

For your phy ſicians have expreſly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 

That 1 ſhould yet abſent me from your bed; 
1 hope this reaſon ſtands. for my excuſe, 


Sly. Ay, itſtands ſo, that I may hardly tarry fo long; 


but I would be loath to fall into my dream again: I 
will therefore tarry in deſpight of the fleſh and the 
blood. 
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SCENE, VI. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Your honour's players, hearing your amend- 
ment, 

Are come to play a pleaſant comedy; 
For ſo your doctors hold it very meet, 
Seeing ſo much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurſe of frenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you heara play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly, Marry I will, let them play, is it not a commo- 
dity ? a Chriſtmas gambol, or a tumbling trick? 

Lady. No, my good lord, it is more pleaſing ſtuff. 

Sly, What, houſhold ſtuff? 

Lady. It is a kind of hiſtory, 

Sly, Well, we'll ſee't: come, Madam wife, ſit by 
my ſide, and let the world ſlip, we ſhall ne'er be 
younger, 


The 
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ACT I SCENE I 


P AD UA. 


Flouriſh, Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 


Ern 


e Reno, ſince for the great deſire I had 
2 To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts, 

* NA i) ” % . 

I 8 Lam arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 
2524 PEEYZ The pleaſant garden of great Italy; 

. 2 wel — 1 . NL A } | 1. h 7 ] 

E And by my father's love and leave am 
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LIES ASS 8 
With his good will, and thy good company; 
Moſt truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all. 

Here let us breathe, and happily inſtitute . 
A courſe of learning, and ingenuous ſtudies, 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being, and my father firſt 

A merchant of great traffick through the world: 
Vincentio's come of the Bextivolii, 

Vincentio his ſon, brought up in Florence, 

It ſhall become to ſerve all hopes concsiv'd 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds: 

And therefore, Tranio, for the time J ſtudy, 

Virtue and that part of philoſophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happineſs, 
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By virtue ſpecially to be atchiey'd. 
Tell me thy mind, for I have Piſa left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſh to plunge him in the deep, 
And with ſatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt, 
Tra. Me pardonato, gentle maſter mine, 
J am in all affected as your ſelf: 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſuck the ſweets of ſweet philoſophy : 
Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 
Let's be no ſtoicks, nor no ſtocks, I pray; 
Or, ſo devote to Ariſtotle's checks 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur'd, 
Talk logick with acquaintance that you have, 
And practiſe rhetorick in your common talk; 
Mufick and poeſie uſe to quicken you, 
The mathematicks, and the metaphy licks, 
Fall to them as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows, where is no pleaſure ta'en : 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe 
If, Biendello, thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay a while, what company is this ? 
Tra, Maſter, ſome ſhow to welcome us to town, 


S CC © N EI, 


Enter Baptiſta with Katharina and Bianca, Gremio and 
Hortenſio. Lucentio and Tranio fand by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 

For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know; 
That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 
Before 1 have a husband for the elder : 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your e ; 

res 
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Gre, To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There, there, Hortenſio, will you any wite ? 
Kath. 1 pray you, Sir, is it your will 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 
Hor, Mates, maid, how mean you that? no mates 
for you; | 
Unleſs you were of gentler milder mould, 
Kath, I'faith, Sir, you ſhall never need to fear, 
J wis it is not half way to her heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool, 
And paint your face, and uſe you like a fool. 
Hor, From all ſuch devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
Gre, And me too, goed Lord. 
Tra. Huſh, maſter, here's ſome good paſtime toward, 
That wenchis ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Luc. Bat in the other's ſilence I do ſee 
Maid's mild behaviour and ſobriety. 
Peace, Tran, 
Tra. Well ſaid, maſter, mum, and gaze your fill, 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 
What 1 have ſaid, Bianca get you in, 
And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca, 
For I will love thee ne'er the Teſs, my girl, 
Kath, A pretty pet, it is beſt put finger in the eyes 
an ſhe knew why. 
Bian, Siſter, content you in my diſcontent. 
Sir, to your pleaſure bumbly I ſubſcribe: 
My books and inftruments ſhall be my company, 
On them to look, and practiſe by my ſelf. 
Luc, Hark, Tranio, thou may'ſt hear Minerva 1 
Hor. Signior Baptiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange? 
Sorry am I that our good- will effects | 
Bianca's grief. 
Gre. Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hel], 

And make her bear the penance of her tongne ? 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; Iam reſolv'd: 
Go in, Bianca. 5 

And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
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In muſick, inſtruments, and poetry, 

School-maſters will I keep 'within my houſe, 

Fit to inſtruct her youth. If you, Hortenſio, 

Or Signior Gremio, you know any ſuch, 

Prefer them hither : for to cunning men 

I will be very kind and liberal, 

To mine own children, in good bringing up, 

And ſo farewel. Katharina, you may ſtay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. Exit. 
Rath. Why, I truſt I may go too, may I not? 

what, ſhall I be appointed hours, as tho', belike, I 

knew not what to take, and what to leave? ha? [| Ex. 


SCENE III. 


Gre. You may go to the devil's dam: your gifts are 

o good, here is none will hold you, Our love is not 
ſo great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our nails toge- 
ther, and faft it fairly out, Our cake's dow on both 
ſides, Farewel; yet for the love 1 bear my ſweet 
Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit man to 
teach her that wherein ſhe delights, I will wiſh bim 
to her father. 

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio: but a word, I pray: 
tho' the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd parle, 
know now upon. advice, it toucheth us both, that we 
may yet again have acceſs to our fair miſtreſs, and be 
happy rivals in Bianca's love, to labour and effect one 
thing eſpecially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray? 

Hor. Marry Sir, to get a husband for her lifter, 

Gre. A husband! a devil. 

Hor. I ſay a Husband, 

| Gre, I ſay a Devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, tho 
her father be very rich, any man is ſo very a fool to 
be married to hel]? 

Hor, Tuſh, Gremio; though it paſs your patience and 
mine to endure her * loud alarms, why, man, there 
be good fellows in. the world, an a man could light 
on them, would take her with all her faults, and mo- 
ny enough. 

“ lewd, Gre, 


= 


"yy Den SOMN = = tom. 


The TaMiNnG of the SREw. 19 


Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her dowry 
with this condition, to be whip'd at the high-croſs e- 
very morning. 
| Hor, 'Faith, as you ſay; there's ſmall choice in rot- 
ten apples: come, fince, this bar in law makes us 
friends, it ſhall be ſo far forth freindly maintain'd, | 
till by yu, Baptiſta's eldeft daughter to a hul- [ 
band, we ſet his youngeſt free for a husband, and | 
then have to't afreſh, Sweet Bianca! happy man be 
his dole; he that runs faſteſt gets the ring; how ſay 75 
you, Signior Greis: | UF 
Gre. 1 am agreed, and would I had given him the 


beſt horſe in Padua to begin the wooing that would X 

4 throughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid 75 
the houſe of her. Come on, Fs. 
Exeunt Gre, and Hor. Harent Tra, ang Luceny 7 


. 


Tra, 1 pray, Sir, tell me, is it poſlible M 
That love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold? Y 
Luc, Oh Tranio, "till I found it to be true, ' 
I never thought it poſſible or likely. | 
But lee, while idly 1 ſtocd looking on, 1 
1 found ch' effect of love in idleneſs. 
And now in plainneſs do confeſs to thee, 
That art to me as ſecret and as dear 


As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, 


Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, L 1 

| It I atchieve not this young modeſt girl: A 
Counſel me, Tranio, tor I know thou canſt, - 8 
Aſlift me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 11 
Tra, Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 5 
Affection is not rated from the heart. 4 

If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 5 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo, # 
Luc. Gramercy, lad; go forward this contents, 70 


The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound, 
Tra. Maſter, you look'd ſo longly on the maid, 

Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 

* 


j 
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Tue. O yes, I ſaw ſweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiſs'd the Cretan ſtrand. 
Tra, or you no more? mark'd you not how her 
iſter 
Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, 
That mortal ears mig*t hardly endure the din? 
Luc. Tranio, 1 ſaw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air; 
Sacred and ſweet was all I faw in her, 
Tra. Nay, then 'tis time to ſtir him from his tranee: 
I pray awake, Sir; if you love the mai! 
Bend thoughts and wit t'atchieve her. bus it ſtands: 
Her eideſt ſiſter is ſo curſt and hre 
That till the father rids his hands of 
Maſter, your love muſt live a mai e home, 
And therefore has he cloſely me ver up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annov's with ſuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cis: tither's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, het ſome care | 
To get her cunning ſchooi-maſters to inſtruct her? 
Tra. dy marry am I, Sir, and now 'tts plotted, 
Luc, I have it, Trane. 
Tra. Maſter, for my hand, 
Zoth our inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. 
Tra, You will be ſchool-maſter, | 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 
Luc. It is, may it be done? 
Tra. Not poſlible, for who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's ſon, 
Keep houſe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 
Luc. Baſta, content thee, for I have it full, 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man or maſter: then it follows thus. 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead, 


Keep 


ep 
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| Keep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould, 


I will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Piſa. 

»Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo : Tranio, at once 

Uncaſe thee: take my colour'd' kat and cloak, 

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee, 

But I will charm him firſt to keep bis tongue. 
Tra. So had you need, 

In brief, good Sir, ſith it your pleaſure is, 

And Iam tied to be obedient, 

(For ſo your father charg'd me at our parting z 


Be ſerviceable to my ſon, quoth he,) 
Altho' I think 'twas in another ſenſe, 


Iam content to be Lucentio, 
Becauſe ſo well I love Lucentie. 
Luc. Tranio, be ſo, becauſe Lucentio loves; 
And let me be a ſlave t'atchieve that maid, 
Whoſe ſudden ſight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 


Enter Biondello, 


Here comes the rogue; Sirrah, where have you been? 
Bien. Where have | been? nay, how now, where 


are you? maſter, has my fellow Tranis ſtoll'n your 


cloaths, or you ſtoll'n his, or both? pray what's the 
news ? y 


Luc. Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jeſt, 


And therefore frame your manners to the time, 


Your fellow Tranis here, to ſave my life, 
Puts my apparel and my count'nance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his: 

For in a quarrel, ſince I came aſhore, 

I kill'd a man, and fear I am deſcry'd: 

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes; 


While I make way from hence to ſave my life, 
You underſtand me ? 


Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. 


Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth, 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 


Bion. The better for him, would I were ſo too; 
Tra. So would I, faith boy, to have the next Lens 
| ers 
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after, that Lucentio indeed had Baptiſta's youngeſt 
daughter, But ſirrah, not for my ſake, but your ma- 
ſter's, I adviſe you uſe your manners diſcreetly in all 
kind of companies: when I am alone, why then I 
am Tranio; but in all places elſe, your maſter Lu- 
cent io. 

Luc. Tranio, let's go: one thing more reſts, that 
thy ſelf execute, to make one among theſe wooers ; 
it thou ask me why, ſufficeth my reaſons are both 


good and weighty, [Exeunt, | 


» — 


— * . — 
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SCENE V. 
Before Hortenſio's Howſe in Padua. 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Pet. Frona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua; but of all 

My beft beloved and approved friend, 

Hertenſio; and I trow this is the houſe, 


Here firrah, Grumio, knock I ſay, * 
Enter 


knock I ſay. 


het. DA. 


* 


Gru. Knock, Sir? whom ſhould I knock? is there 


any man has rebus'd your worſhip ? 
Pet. Villain, I ſay, knock me here ſoundly. 
Gra. Knock you here, Sir? why, Sir, what am], Sir, 
That 1 ſhould knock you here Sir ? 
Pet. Villain, I ſay knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate. 
Gru, My maſter is grown quarrelſome: 
I ſhould knock you firſt, 
And then I know after, who comes by the worſt, 
Pet. Will it not be? 
Faith, ſirrab, and you'll not knock, I'll ring it, 
I'll try how you can Sol, Fa, and ing it. 
| | [ He wrings him by the ears. 
Gru. 


| 
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Enter Hortenſio. 


Hor. Alla noſira caſa ben wenuto multo honorats 
Signior mio Petruchio.* | 


And tell me now, ſweet friend, what happy pale 
Blows 


=_ — e 1 ä 
— ﬀ 2 * — 


2 


Gru. Help, miſtreſs, help, my maſter is mad. 

Pet. Now knock when I bid you: ſirrah, villain. 

Hor. How now, what's the matter? my old friend 
Grumis. and my good friend Petruchie! how do you 
all at Verona? 

Pes. Signior Hertenſio, come you to part the fray ? 


Con tutti le cors bene trovato may J ſay. 
Enter, Oc. | 


I. 


— mio Petruchio. | 
Riſe, Grumio, we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in latin. 
If this be not a lawful caſe for me to leave his ſer- 
vice, look you, Sir: he bid me knock him and rap 
bim ſoundly, Sir. Well, was it fit for a ſeryant to 
uſe his matter ſo, being perhaps, for ought 1 ſee, 
two and thirty, a pip out ? 

Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firft, 
Then had not Grumio come by the worſt. 
Pet. A ſenſeleſs villain. Good Hortenſio, 
I bid the raſcal knock upon your gate, 
And could not get him for my Heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate? O heav'ns! ſpake you 
not theſe words plain? ſirrab, knock me here, rap 
me here, knock me well, and knock me ſoundly ? 
and come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, Iadviſe you. 

Hor. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumio's pledge: 
Why this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant ſervant Grumio: 

And tell me now, Cc. | 
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Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona: 

Pet. Such ao ſcatters young men through the 

world. 
To ſeek their fortunes farther than at home, 
W here ſmall experience grows but in a few. 
Signior — thus it ſtands with me, 
Antonio my Father is deceas'd; 
And I * have thruſt my ſelf into this maze, 
Happly to wive and thrive, as beſt I may : 
Crowns in my purſe I have, and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to ſee the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd ill-fayour'd wife? 
Thoud'ſ thank me but a little for my counſel, 
And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe ſhall he rich, 

And very rich: but theu'rt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her, 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, *twixt ſuch friends as us 
Few words ſuffice; and therefore if you know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife; 

(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be ſhe as foul as was Florentius love, 
As old as Sybil, and as curſt and ſhrewd 
As Socrates' Zantippe, or a worle, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affection's edge in f me. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatick ſeas, 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 
Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what 


his mind is: why give him gold enough, and marry - 


him to a puppet, or an þ aglet baby, or en old trot 
with ne'er a tooth in Fer h:ad, tho* ſhe have as many 
diſeaſes as two and fifty ho ſes; why nothing comes 
amiſs, fo mor ey comes withal, 

Hor. Petruchio, ſince we are ſtept thus far in, 
J will continue that I broach'd in jeſt. 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a a wife | 
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous, | 
Brought 
* muſt, I time, F aglet, the tag of a point. 


— 
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Brought up as beſt becomes a gentlewoman, 

Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 

1s, that ſhe is intolerable curs'd, 

And ſhrewd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate far worſer than it is, 

1 would not wed her for a mine of gold. 


Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not gold's ef- 8 
fe& ; 
Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough: 'þ 


For I will board her, tho” ſhe chide as loud Wt: 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack, 13 

Hor. Her father is Baptiſta Minola, 106 
An affable and courteous gentleman; 


b 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 1% 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding tongue, oF; 
Pet. I know her father, tho' I know not her; 2 


And he knew my deceaſed father well; 7 
I will not ſleep, Horten ſio, till I ſee her, 'þ 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, LY 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, | . 
Unleſs you will accompany me thither. - 

Gru. 1 pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour | 
laſts, O' my word, an ſhe knew him as well as I. 
do, ſhe would think ſcolding would do little good * 
upon him. She may perhaps call him half a ſcore 85 
knaves, or ſo: why that's nothing; an he begin once 8 
he'll rail in his rope tricks. I'll tell you what, Sir, 
an ſhe ſtand him but a little, he will throw a figure 


* 2 © * . 
in her face, and fo disfigure her with it, that ſhe thall þ 
have no more eyes to ſee withal than a cat: you 2 
know him not, Sir. 75 


Her, Tarry, Petruchio, 1 muſt go with thee, 
For in Baptiſta's houſe my treaſure is: 
Fe hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngeſt daughter, beautiful Bianca, 


And her with-holds he from me. Other more 


Suirors to her, and rivals in my love: 
Suppoling it a thing impallible, 
For thoſe defects I have before rehears'd, 
B That 
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That ever Katharina will be woo'd ; 
Theretore this order hath Baptiſta ta'en, 

That none ſhall have acceſs unto Branca, 
Till Katharine the curs'd have got a husband. 

Gru. Katharine the curs'd, 

A title for a maid, of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me diſguis'd in ſober robes 

To old Baptiſta as a ſchool-maſter 

| Well ſeen in muſtck, to inſtruct Bianca, 
1 That ſo I may by this device, at leaſt, 

Have leave and leiſure. to make love to her; 
And unſuſpected court her by her ſelf. ; 


| SCENE VI. 
1 Enter Gremio, and Lucentio diſguis'd. 


Gr.. Here's no knavery ! ſee, to beguile the old 
folks, how- the young folks lay their heads together; 
f Maiter, look about you: who goes there? ha. 
| Hor. Peace, Grumio, tis the rival of my love. 

ö uruchio, ſtand by awhile. | 

Gru. A proper ſtripling, and an amorous. 

Gre, O very well, I have perus'd the note. 

Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 
All books of love, ſee that, at any hand; | 
And ſee you read no other lectures to her: Ti 
You underſtand me, Over and beſide | 
Sig nior Baptiſta's liberality, | 

I'll mend it with a largets, Take your papers too, N 
&..d let me have them very well perfum'd, | Al 
For ſhe is ſweeter than pertume it ſelf 

To whom they go: what will you read :o her? 


| Luc, Whate'er I read to her, I'M plead for you, By 
| As for my patron, ftand you fo aflured; Ye 
. As firmly as your ſelf were ſtil} in place, Bu 


Yea, and perhaps with more ſucceſsful words 
Than you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, Sir. 
(Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is! 133 
ru. Oh this woodsock, what an als i; 1s! „ 
Pet, 
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Pet. Peace, Sirrah. 

Hor. Grumio, mum! God ſave you, Signior Gremio. 

Gre, And you are well met, Signior Horten ſio. Trow 
you whither I am going? to Baptiſta Minola ; I pro- 
mis'd to enquire carefully about a ſchool-maſter for 
the fair Bianca, and by good fortune I have lighted 


well on this young man: for learning and beha-. 


viour fit for her turn, well read in poetry, and other 
books, goed ones, I warrant ye, 
Hor, Tis well; and I have met a gentleman 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine muſician to inſtruct our miſtreſs ; 
So ſhall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, ſo belov'd of me. 


Gre: Belov'd of me, and that my deeds ſhall prove. 


Gru. And that his bags ſhall prove. 
Hor, Gremio, tis now no time to vent our love. 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
I' tell. you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo curs'd Katharine, 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe. 
Gre. So ſaid, ſo done, is well; 
Hortenſio, have you told him all her faults ? 
Pet, I know ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſco'd; 
If that be all, maſters, I hear no harm. 
Gre, No, ſayeſt me ſo, friend? what countryman? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's fon ; 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me, 


And I do hope, good days, and long, to ſee. 


Gre. Oh Sir, ſuch a life with ſuch a wife were 
ſtrange z 
But if you have a ſtomach, to't a God's namey 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild cat? 
Pet. Will 1 hve? 
Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or ['Il hang ber: 
Pet. Why came I hither, but to that ratent ? 


Think you a lttle din can daunt my ears? 
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Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the ſea, puff d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field? 
And heav'ns artillery thunder in the skies: 

Have I not in a pitched battel heard 


And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
That gives not balf ſo great a blow to hear, 
As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire ? 
Tuſh, tuſh, fear boys with bugs, 
Gru, For he fears none, 
Gre. Hortenſio, hark: 
This gentleman is haply arriv'd, 
My mind preſumes, for his own good, and yours. 
Hor. I promis'd we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing whatſoe'er. 
Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gru. I would I were as ſure of a good dinner, 


SCENE VII. 
To them Tranio bravely apparell'd, and Biondello, 
Tra. Gentlemen, God ſave you. If I may be bold, 


. * CY a 8 a Ld 


tel] me, I beſeech thee, which is the readieſt way to 


the houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola ? 


Bion. He that has the two fair daughters? is't he 


you mean? 
Tra. Even he, Biondello. 
Gre, Hark you, Sir, you mean not her to — 
Tra. Perhaps him and her, what have you to do? 
Pet, Not her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray. 
1ra, 1 love no chiders, Sir: Biondello, let's away, 
Luc. Well begun, Trans. 
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go: 

Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 
Tra. And if I be, Sir, is it any offence? 
Gre, No; it without more words you will get you 

hence. 
Tra. Why, Sir, I pray; are not the ſtreets as free 
For me, as for you? 


Gre, 


Loud larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets clangue? 
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Gre. But ſo is not ſhe, 
Tra. For what reaſon I beſeech you? 
Gre, For this reaſon, if you'll know, 

That ſhe's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 
Hor, That ſhe's the choſen of Signior Hor/e2þo. yl 
Tra, Softly, my maſters if you be gentlemen, $ 

Do me this right; hear me with patience, 


Bapriſia is a noble gentleman, Y 
To whom my father is not all unknown, 1. 
And were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, lp 
She may more ſuitors have, and me for one, 18 
Fair Leda's daughter had 4 thouſand wooers, 0 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have, 1 
And ſo ſhe ſhill, Lacentio ſhall make one, — 


Tho' Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 
Gre. What, this gentleman will out-talk us all. . 
Luc. Sir, give him head, I know he'il prove a jade; 

Pet, Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words? 

Hor, Sir, Jet me be ſo bold as to ask you, 

Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſta's daughter? | g 
Tra, No, Sir; but hear 1 do that he hath two: , 

The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 

As the other is for beauteous modeſty, 2M 
Pet. Sir, Sir, the firſt's for me, let her go by, 
Gre, Yea, leave that labou to great Hercules, 

And let it be m-re than Alcide; twelve, 

Per; Sir. uaderſtind you this of me, inſooth ; 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you nearken for, 7 
Her tather keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors, 3 
And will not promiſe her to any man, 

Until the eldeſt ſiſter firſt be wed: 

The younger then is free, and not before, 

Tra. If it be ſo, Sir, that you are the men 
Muit ſteed us all, and me amoneſt the reſt: 

And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 

Atchieve the elder, ſet the younger free 

For our acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 

Will not ſo graceleſs be, to be ingrate, 

Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive: 
And ſince you do profeſs to be a ſuitor; 
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You muſt, as we do, gratifie this gentleman, 
To whom we all reft generally beholden, 
Tra, Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack; in ſign whereof, 
Pleaſe ye, we may contrive this afternoon, 
And quaff carouſes to our miſtreſs” health, 
And do as adverſaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends, 
Gr#, Bion. O excellent motion : fellows, let's be 


gone. a 
Her. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 
Fetruchio, I ſhall be your ben vesuto. Exeunt. 


1 Man. My Lord, you ned, yon do not mind the play. 

Sly, Tea, by St. Ann do I: 4 good matter ſurely ! 
comes there any more of it? 

Lady. &iy Lord, is but begun. 

Sly. 'Tis a very excellent piece ef Work, Madam Las 
4. Would 'rwere dome! 


ACT. SCENE-L 
Baprtiſta's Flouſe in Padua. 


Enter Katharina and Bianca. 


Dian. Ood * wrong me net, nor wrong your 
e, 
To make a bond-maid and a ſlave of me; 
That 1 diſdain : but for theſe other goods, 
Unbind my hands, I' pull them of my ſelf, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, 
Or what you will command me will 1 do; 
30 well 1 know my duty to my elders. 
Kath, Oſ all thy ſvicors here I charge thee tell 
hom thou lov'ſt beſt :; ſee thou diſſemble not. 


Bian, 
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Bian. Believe me, ſiſter, of all men alive 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial face 
Which J could fancy more than any other. 

Rath. Minion thou lieſt ; is't not Hortenſio? 
Bian. If you affect him, ſiſter, here I ſwear 
]'}] plead for you my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
Kath. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 

You will have Gremio, to keep you fair, 
Bian. Is it for him you do ſo envy me? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now I well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
] pr'vthee, ſiſter Kate, untie my hands. 
Kath, It that be jeſt, then all the reſt was fo, 
| [ Strikes her, 
Enter Baptiſta, 


Bap. Why how now dame, whence grows this in- 
folence ? 
Bianca, ſtand aſide; poor girl, ſhe weeps 
Go ply thy needle, medele not with her. 
For ſhame, thou hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit, 
Why doſt thov wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee ? 
When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word? 
Kath, Her ſilence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd, 
Flie; after Bianca, 
Bap. What, in my ſight? Bianca, get thee in. 
[Exit Bian, 
Kath. Will you not ſuffer me? nay, now I ſee 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 
And for your love to her lead apes in hell: 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
Till I can find occaſion of revenge. [Exit Kath. 
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griey'd as 1? 
But who comes here? | 
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SCENE II. 


unter Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man, 
Petruchio with Hortenſio like a muſician, Tranio 
and Biondello bearing a lute and books. 


Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptiſta, 

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio! God ſave 
you gentlemen, 

Pet, And you, good Sir; pray have you not a 
daughter call'd Katharina, fair and virtuous ? 

Bap. I have a daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina. 

Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly, 

Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave. 
] am a gentleman of Peroxa, Sir; 
That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and baſhful modeſty, 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward gueſt | 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſs 
Of that report, which I ſo oft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, 

[Preſenting Hor, 

1 do preſent you with a man of mine, 


Cunning in muſick, and the mathematicks, 


To inſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Wherevt 1 know ſhe is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 
£ap. Y're welcome, Sir, and he for your good 
lake. 
But for my daughter Katharina, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief, 
Pet, J ſee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or elſe you like not of my company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſp:ak but what I find, 
hence are you, Sir? what may I call your name? 
Pe:, Petruchio is my name, Antonio's ſon, 
A man well known tbroughon all Jay. 1 
| | 47 
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. ond I know him well : you are welcome for his 
ake, 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio I pray let us that are 
poor petitioners ſpeak too. Baccare, you are marvel- 
vellous forward. 

Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremis, I would fain 
be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curſe your 
wooing neighbours, This is a gift vecy grateful, I 
am ſure of it. To expreſs the like kindneſs my ſelf, that 
have been more kindly beholden to you than any, free 
leave give to this young ſcholar, that hath been long 
ſtudying at Reims, [ Preſenting Luc.] as cunning in 
Greek, Latin, and other languages, as the other in 
muſick and mathematicks; his name is Cambio; pray 
accept his ſervice, 

i A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremio, welcome, 
ood Cambio, But, gentle Sir, methinks you walk 
ike a ftranger, [ To Tranio, | may I be fo bold to 
know the cauſe of your coming? 

Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the boldneſs is mine own, 
That being a ſtranger in this city here, 

Do make my felt a ſuitor to your daughter, 
Unto: Bianca, fair and virtuous : 

Nor is your firm reſolve unknown to me, 
In the preferment of the eldeſt ſ1:ter, 

This liberty is all that I requeſt, 

That upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome 'mong the reſt that woo, 
And free acceſs and favour as the reſt, 

And toward the education of your daughters, 
J here beſtow a ſimple inflrument, 

And this ſmall packet of Greet and Latin books. 
I you accept them, then their worth 1s great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your name? of whence I pray ? 

Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, ſon to Vincen tio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Piſa; by report 
1 know him well you are very welcome, Sir, 


Take you the lut, and you the ſet of books, 
B 5 Tou 


2 2. Ke N =>" 
7 — - ©: 4 * or — 


* — 
5 nar _ 
- + a OI 


AN 
— — 1 


24 The Tamne of be SHW. 


You ſhall go ſee your pupils preſently, 
Holla, within, 


Enter a Servant. 


Sirrah, lead theſe gentlemen | 
To my two daughters, and then tell them bots 
Theſe are their tutors, bid them uſe them well. 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
And then to dinner, You afe paſling welcome, 
And ſo I pay you all to think your ſelves. 

Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs asketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo, 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 


Left ſolely Heir to all his lands and goods, TY 


Which | have better'd rather than decreas'd ; 
Thea tell me, if + your daughter's love, 
What dowry ſhall l have with her to wife? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands; 
And in poſſeſſion twenty thouſand crowns. 

pet. And for that dowry, VII aſſure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that ſhe ſurvlve me, 
In all my lands and leaſes whatſoever; 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us; 
That covenants may be kept on either hand.. 

Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd; 
That is, herlove, for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why that is nothing: for I tell you, father, 
1 am as peremptory as The proud- minded. 
And where two raging fires meet together 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury, 
Tho? little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream guſts will blow out fire en dall: 
So | to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe, 


Bap. Well may'ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeedi 


But be thou atm'd for fome unhappy words. 


Pet. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not, tho“ they blow perpetually, 


SCENE 
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Enter Hortenſio with his head broke, 


Bap. How now my friend, why doſt thou look fo 
pale? 
Hor, For fear I promiſe you, if 1 look pale. | 0 
| Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good muſi- | 
cian ? | . 
| Hor, I think ſhe'll ſooner prove a ſoldier ; ö 9 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. ib 
Bap. Why then thou canſt not break her to the lute? Fl 
Her. Why no, for ſhe hath broke the lute to me. od 
: I did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, i 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, * 
When, with a moft impatient deviliſh ſpirit, | 15 
Frets call you them? quoth ſhe: l' fume with them : 7 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the head, þ 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 10 
And there | ſtood amazed for a while, * 
As on a pillory, looking through the Jute : : 
While ſhe did call me raſcal, fidler, 
And twangling jack, with twenty ſuch vile terms, 
As ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. BR 
Pet. Now, by the world, it is a luſty wench, {4 
J love her ten times more than e'er 1 did; | 


| Oh how I long to have ſome chat wich her! 2 

| Bap. Well go with me, and be not fo diſcomfited, 5 

| Proceed in practice with my younger daughter, q 

| She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns; 3 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, ol 

Or {hail I ſend my daughter Fate to you? * 

| Pet. I pray you do, I will attend her here, fo 

1 [ Exit Bay. 9 


And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe rail, why then ['II tell her plain 1 
She ſings as ſweetly as a nightingale: 3 
Say that ſhe frown, 1'I! ſay ſhe looks as clear A 
A As morning roſes newly wath'd with dew; * 


Say 
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Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 

Then I'll commend her volubility, 

And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence : 

If ſhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 

As tho' ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week; 

If ſhe deny to wed, I'Il crave the day 

When I ſhall ask the banes, and when be married ? 
But here ſhe comes, and now Petruchio ſpeak, 


ES Þ & $f 
Euter Katharina, 


Good morrow Kate, for that's your name I hear, 
Rath. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard of 
hearing. | 
They call me Katharine, that de talk of me. 
Pet. You lie in faith, for you are call'd plain Kaze, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 
But Kare, the prettieſt Kate in chriſtendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my ſuperdainty Kate, 
(For dainties are all Cates) and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation! 
Hearing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 
Vet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs, 
My ſelf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Kath. Mov'd! in good time; let him that mov'd you 
hither, 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the firſt 
You were a moveable, 
Pet. Why, what's a moveable? 
Kath. A join'd ſtool, 
pet. Thou haſt hit it; come, fit on me. 
Kath, Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo are you, 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you, 
Kath. No ſuch jade, Sir, as you, if me you mean, 
Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light —— 


Kath, Too light ſor ſuch a ſwair as you to cateh; 
| And 


* — weight ſhould be 
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And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be. * 855 
et. 


— 2222 — 


* — 


1 


Pet. Should be! ſhould! buz. 

Kath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. Oh ſlow. wing'd turtle, ſhall a buzzard take thee ? 
Kath, Ay, for a turtle, as he takes 2 buzzard, 

Pet. Come, come you waſp, i'faich you are too an- 


ry. | 
Kath. if | be waſpiſh, 'beſt beware my ſting. 
Per. My remedy is then to pluck 1t out, 
Kath, Ay, if the fool could find it where it lyes. 
Pet, Who knows not where a waſp doth wear his 
ſting ? 
In his tail, 
Kath, In his tongue. 
Pet, Whoſe tongue ? 
Rath. Yours if you talk of tails, and ſo farewel. 
Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come 


again, 
Good Kate, I am a gentleman, ; 
Kath. That I'll try. , [She firikes him. 


Pet. I ſwear I'll cuff you if you ſtrike again, 
Kath. So may you loſe your arms, 
If you ſtrike me you are no gentleman, 
And if no gentleman, why then no arms. 
Pet. A hera'd, Kate? oh put me in thy books, 
Kath, What is your creſt, a coxcomb ? 
Pet. A combleſs cock, ſo Kare will be my hen, 
Kath, No cock of mine, you crow too likea craven. 
Pet. Nay; come Kate; come, you muſt not look ſo 
ſower. | | 
Xath, It is my faſhion when I ſeea crab. 
Pet. Why here's no crab, and therefore look not fo 
ſower. : 
Xath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew itrne, : 
Kath, Had I a glaſs I would 


Per, What you mean my face ? 
Kath, 
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Pet. Nay hear you, Kate. In ſooth you ſeape not ſo; 

Kath, 1 chafe you if I tarry; let me go. 

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle: 
*Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 
And now I find report a very liar, 
Fer thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing coutteons, 
But ſlow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time flowers. 
Thou canſt not frown, thou ean'ſt not look aſcance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, | 
Nor haſt thou. pleaſure to be croſs in talk: 

But thou with mildneſs entertain'ſt thy wooers, 

With gentle conf'rence, ſoft and affable, 

Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ?- 

Oh ſland'reous world! Kate, like the hazle twig, 

Is trait, and lender, and as brown in hue 

As hazle nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels. 

© let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 

Kath. Go fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command. 

Pet, Did ever Dian fo become a grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gaite? 

© he thou Dian, and let her be Kata, 

And then let Kate be chafte, and Dian ſportful. 
Rath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech? 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother wit. 

Kath. A witty mother, witleſs elſe her ſon. 

Pet. Am I not wile ? 

Kath, Yes; keep you warm. 

Pet, Why ſo I mean, ſweet Katharine, in thy bed: 
And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, 

Thus in plain tems: your father hath conſented 

That you fhall be my wife; your dow'ry 'greed on, 

And will you, niil you, I will marry you, | 

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn, 

For 


Kath. Well aim'd of ſuch a young one, 
Pet. Now, by St. George | am too young for you, 
Kath. Yet you are wither's, 
Pet. 'Tis with cares. 
Kath. I care not; 
Pet. Nay. Wc 
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For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou muſt be married to no man but me. 
For I am he am born to tame you Kate, 
And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other houſhold Kates ; 

Here comes your father, never make denial, 
1 muſt and will have Xarhariae to my wife. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio and Tranio. 


Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with 
my daughter ? 
Pet, How but well, Sir? how but well? 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 
Bap. Why how now daughter Katharine, in your 
dumps? 
Kath, Call * me daughter ? now I promiſe you 
You've ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half lunatick, 
A imadcap rufhan, anda ſwearing jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
Pet. Father, 'tis thus; your ſelf and all the world 
Thar ta kd of her, have t-Ik'd amiſs of her; 
If fhe be curs'd, it is for policy, 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the dove: 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſel, 
And Reman Lucrece for her chaſtity, 
And to conclude, we've 'gree«d ſo well together, 
That upon sunday is the wedding day. 
Xath VII fee thee hang'd on Sunday firſt. 


Gre, 8 Petruchio ! ſhe ſays ſhe'll ſee thee hang'd 
firſt. 


Tra. Is this your ſpeeding? nay then, good night 


our part! | 
Pet, Be patient, Sirs, I chuſe her for my ſelf, 
If ſhe aud 1 be pleas'd, what's that to you: 


"Tis 
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"Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain, being alone, 
That ſte ſhall ſtill be curs'd in company. 
I tell you 'tis incredible to believe 
How much ſhe loves me; oh the kindeſt Kate? 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kiſs 
She vy'd ſo faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 
That in a twink ſhe won me to her love. 
Oh you are novices; 'tis a world to ſee, 
How tame (when men and women are alone) 
A f meacock wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew, 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel *gainſt the wedding day; 
Father provide the feaſt, and bid the gueſts, 
I will be ſure my Katharine ſhall be fine. 
Bap. I know not what to ſay, but give your hands, 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio, *tis a match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes. 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu, 
J will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 
We will have rings and things, and fine array, 
And kiſs me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 
Ex. Petruchio and Katharina, 


SCENE YI, 


Gre Was ever matchclapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 
Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate mart. 
Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you; 
* Twill bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas, 
Bap. The gain, I ſeek, is quiet in the match. 
Gre, No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch; 
But now, Baptz/ta, to your younger daughter, 
Now is the day we long have looked for: 
J am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt, 
Tra. And | am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witneſs or your thoughts can gueſs, 
Gre. Youngling ! thou canſt not love ſo dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard! thy love doth freeze, 
Gr, 
t meacock or me vcock, an effeminate fellow, 
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Gre. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, ſtand back; 'tis age that nouriſheth. 
Tra. But youth in ladies eyes that flouriſneth. ; 
Bap. ag; you, gentlemen, 1 will compound this 

rife; 

'Tis deeds muſt win the prize, and he of both 

That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower, 

Shall have Bianca's love. 

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure hor? | 
Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the cit 

Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold, 

Baſons and ewers to lave her dainty hands: 

My hangings all of Brian tapeſtry ; 

In ivory coffers I have ſtuft my crowns ; 

In cypreſs cheſts my arras, counterpanes, 

Coſtly apparel, tents and canopies, 

Fine linnen, Turkey cuſhions boſs'd with pearl. 

Valance of Venice gold in needle- work; 

Pewter and braſe, and all things that belong 

To houſe, or houſe- keeping: then at my farm 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pat), 

Sixſcore fit oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls; 

Ard all things anſwerable to this portion, 

My ſelf ain: ſtruck in yesrs, I muſt confeſs, 

And if Idie to-morrow this is hers, 

If whi'ſt 1 live ſhe will be only mine. 
Tra, That only came well in. Sir, liſt to me; 

J am my father's heir, and ory ion; 

If [may have your dwghter to my wife, 

I' leave her houſcs three or four as good, 

Wi hin rich Piſa walls, as any one 

Old Sianior Gremio has in Padua; 

B-fides two thouſand ducats by the year 

Of fruitful land; all which ſhall be her jointure. 

What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio? 
Gre. Two thouſind ducats by the year of land! 

My land amounts not to ſo much in all; 

That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſie 

That now is lying in Marſeille,'s road. 

What, have I choakt you with an Arg-fre? 
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Tra. Gremio, tis known my father hath no lefs 
Than three great Argoſies, befides two galliaſl-s, 
And twelve tight gillies; theſe 1 will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, what e'erthou offerſt nex:, 
Gre. Nay I have offer'd all; I have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have; 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine, ; 
Tra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world; 


By your firm promiſe; Gremio is out-vied, 


Bap. I muſt confeſs yorr offer is the beſt; 
And let your father m:ke her the aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me: 
If you ſh uld die befote him, Where's her dower ? 
Tra, That's but a eavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre, And may not young men die as well as old? 
Bap. Well gentmen, then J am thus reſolv'd x 
On Sunday next you know, 
My daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now on the Sunday following fhall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this aſſurance; 
If not to Signior Gremio: : 
And ſol take my leave, rd thank you both. [ Exit; 
Gre. Adieu, good neighbour, Now I fear thee not: 
Sirrab, young gameſter, your father were a fool 
To give thee all; and in his waining age 
Set foot under thy table: tut! a toy! 
An old Ttalian fox is not ſo kind, my boy. Exit. 
Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd ide, 
Jet l have fac'd it with a card of ten: 
"Tis in my head to do my maſter good: 
I ſee no reaſon, but ſuppos'd Lucentio 
May get a father, call'd ſuppos'd Vincent io; 
And that's a wonder : fathers commonly 
Do get their children : but in this caſe of wooing, 
A child ſhall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning. Exits. 
2 [Sly ſpeaks to one of the Servants. 
Sly. Sim, whey will the fool come again? 
Sim. Anon, my lord. 
Sly. Give's ſome more drink here === where's the tapſter * 


ſbere dim, eat ſome of theſe things. 


Sim. 
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Sim, So 1 do, my Lerd, | | 
Sly. Here Sim, 1 drink to thee, 


A R m. SCENE 1 


Continues in Padua. 


Enter Lucentio, Horte nſio, and Bianca. 


Luc, P Idler, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you fo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Katharine welcom'd you withal ? 
Hor, Wrany'i'g pedant, this 
The patroneſs of heaven'y harmony ; 
Then give me leave to have prerogative; 
And when in muſick we have ſpent an hour, 
Your} Gre hall have leifare for as much, 
Luc. Prepoſterous aſs, that never read ſo far 
To kaow the cauſe why muſick was ordain'd: 
Was itnot to refreſh the mind of man 
earter his ſtudies, or his uſual paffi ? 
Then give me leave to read philoſophy, 
And while I pauſe ferve in your harmony. 
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe braves of thine. 
Bian, Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ſtiive for that which reſteth in my choice; 
1 am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools; 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor pointed times, 
But learn my leſſons as l pow my ſelf, 
And to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down, 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the white, 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun'd. 
Hor, You'll leave his lecture when I am in tune? 
[ Hortenfio retires; 


Luc, 
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Luc, That will be never: tune your inſtrument, 
Bian. Whereleft we laſt ? WE 
Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hic eſt Sigeia 
tellus, 
Vic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis. 
Bian. Conſtrue them. 
Luc. Hic ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I am Lu- 
centio, hic eſt, ſon unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia rellus, 
diſpuiſed thus to get your love, hic ſteterat, and that Lu- 
centio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my man Tramo, 
regia, bearing my port, celſa ſenis, that we might be- 
guile the old Pantaloon, 
Hor. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. 
Bian. Let's hear, O fie, the treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. ; 
Bian, Now let me ſee if I can conſtrue it: Hie bat 
Simois, I know you not, Hic eſt Sigeia tellus, I truft you 
not, hic ſteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, 
preſume not, celſa ſents, deſpair not. 
Hor, Madam, *tis now in tune, 
Luc. All but the baſe. 
Hor, The baſe is right, 'tis the baſe knave that jars. 
How fiery and how froward is our pedant! 
Now for my life that knave doth court my love; 
Pedaſcule, 1'll watch you better yet. 
Bias. I time I may beli-ye, yet 1 mittruft, 


[ Returning. 


S — 


Luc. Miſtruftir not, for ſure acides 
Was Ajax, call'd ſo from his grandfather. 

Bian, I muſt believe my maſter, elſe 1 promiſe you, 
J ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that doubt: 
But let it reſt, Now Licio to you: 
Good maſters, take: it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleaſant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while , 
My leſſons make no muſick in three parts. 

Luc. Are you ſo formal, Sir? well, I muſt wait, 
And watch withal; for, but I be deceiy'd, 
Our fine muſician groweth amorous, 


ed > 
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Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrument; 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I muſt begin with rudiments of art, 
To teach you Gamut in a briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and e ffectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade; 
And there it is in n fairly drawn, 
Bian, Why, I am paſt my Gamutlong ago. 
Hor, Yet read the Gamut of Hortenſio. 
Bian, reading] Gamut I am, the ground of all ec 
cord, 
Are, to plead Hortenſio's paſſion, 
B mi, Bianca, take bim for thy lord, 
Cfaut, that loves with all sffeQion, 
D /ol re, one cliff, but two notes have TI, 
Elami, (how pity or I die. 
Call you this Gamut? tut, I like it not; 
Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt; I'm not ſo nice 
To change true rules for new inventions, 


Enter 4 Ser vant. 


Serv. Miſtreſs, your father prays you leave ycur 
books, 

And help to dreſs your ſiſter's chamber up; 
You know tomorrow is the wedding. day. 

Eian, Farewel ſweet maſters both; 1 muſt be gone. 
Exit, 
Luc, Faith miſtreſs, then I haye no cauſe ts * 

| Exit. 

Her, But I have cauſe to pry into this pedant: | 
Methinks he looks as tho' he were in love : 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble, 
To.caft thy wandring eyes on every ſtale, 
Scize thee who liſt ; if once I find thee ranging, i 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. [Ex#, 
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SCENE II, 


Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, 
Bianca, aud atiendants, 


Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 
That Karh'rine and Petruchio-ſhould. be married; 
And yet we hear not of our ſon-in-Iavr. 

What will be ſaid ? what mockery will it be, 
To want the bridegroom when the prieft attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 
What ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours? 
Kath. No _ but. mine; I muſt, forſooth, be 
forc' | 
To give my hand oppos'd againſt my heart, 
Unto a mad- brain rudesby, tull of ſpleen, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 
I told you, I, he was a frantick fool, 
Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour: 
And to be noted for a merry man, 
He'll woo a thouſand, *pointthe day of marriage; 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banes 3 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now muſt the world; point at poor Katharine, 
And ſay, lo there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 

Tra, Patience good Xarharize, and Baptiſta too; 
Upon my life Petruchio means but well, 
What ever fortune ſtays him from his word. 

Tho? he be blunt, I know bim paſfing wiſe 
Tho? he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt, 

Kath, Would Katharine had never ſeen him tho?! 

[ Exit weeping, 

Bap. Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
For ſuch an 1njury would vex a faint, 

Nucuù more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Biondello. 
Bion. Maſter, Maſter; old news, and fuch news as 


you neyer heard of. 


Bap. It is new and old too? how may that be? 
Bion. Why, is it not news to bear of Petruchio's 


coming ? 
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Bap. Is he come? 

Bion. Why no, Sir, 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? 

Bion. WN he ſtands where I am, and ſees you 
there. 

Tra, But ſay, what to thine old news: 

Bion, * Why Petruchio is coming in a new hat and an 

old jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd; a pair 

of boots that have been candle-caſes, one buckled, 

another lac'd; an old ruſty ſword ta'en out of the 

town-armory, With a broken hilt, and chapeleſs, 

with two broken points; his horſe hip'd with an old 

mothy ſaddle, the ſtirrups of no kindred; beſides 

poſſeſt with the glanders, and like to moſe in the chine, 

troubled with the lampaſſe, infe&ed with the faſhions, 

full of windgalls, ſped with ſpavins, raied with the yel- 

lows, paſt cure of the fives, ſtark ſpoiled with the ſtag- 

gers, begnawn with the bots, waid in the back and 

ſhoulder-ſhotten, near-legg'd before, and with a half- 

checkt bit, anda headſtall of ſheep's leather, which be- 

ing reſtrain'd to keep him from ſtumbling hath been of- 

ten burſt, and now repair'd with knots ; one girt ſix 

times piec'd, and a woman's crupper of velure, which 

hath two letters for hername, fairly ſet down in ſtuds, 

and here and there piec'd with packthread, 

Bap. Who comes with him? 

Bion. Oh Sir, his lackey, for all the world eapa- 

riſon'd like the horſe, with a linnen ſtock on one 

leg, and a kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd 


with a red and blue lif, an old hat, and the humour 
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of forty fancies prickt up in't for a feather : a mon- 
© ſter, a veiy monſter in apparel, and not like a chriſtian 


* footboy, or gentleman's lackey. f 
Tra. Tis ſome odd humour pricks him to this faſhion ; 


Yet oftentimes he gots but mean apparell'd. 
Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoeyer he comes. 


Bion. Why Sir, he comes not. 


Bap. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? | 


Bion. Whe? that Petruchio came? 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 


back, 

Bap. Why that's all one. 

Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny | 
A horſe anda man is more than one, and yet not many, 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaſtically habited. 


Pet, Come where be theſe gallants? who is at home? 


Bap. You're welcome, Sir, 

Pet, And yet I come not well, 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not ſo well *parell'd as I wiſh you were, 

Pet. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thue. 

But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride ? 
How does my father? gentles, methinks you frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they faw ſome wondrous monument, 

Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? 

Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your wedding-day 2 
Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come; 
Now ſadder that you come fo unprovided. 

Fie, doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eyeſore to our ſolemn feſtival. 

Tra. And tell us what occaſion of import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife, 

And ſent you hither ſo unlike your felt? 

Pet, Telicus-it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Suthceth 1 am come to keep my word, 
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Bion. No, Sir; 1 ſay his horſe comes with him on his 


% 
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Tho” in ſome part enforced to digreſs, 


Which at more leiſure I will fo excuſe, 


As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal, 

But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 

The morning wears; 'tis time we were at church. 
Tra. See not your bride in theſe unteverent robes ; 

Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine, 
Pet. Not I; believe me, thus I'l] viſit her, 
Bap. But thus, I truſt, you will not marcy her. 
Pet. Good ſooth, even thus; therefore ha' done with 

words; 

To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloaths: 

Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 

As I could change theſe poor accoutrements, 

Twere well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. 

But what a fool am | to chat with you, 

When I ſhould bid good morrow to my bride, 

And ſeal the title with a lovely kiſs? [ Exits 
Tra. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire: 

We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. 
Bap. I'll after him, and fee the event of this. Exit. 


. 


Tra. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add 
Ker father's liking; which to bring to pals, 
As I before imparted to your worſhip, 
I am to get a man, (whate'er he be 
It skills not much, we'll fit him to our turn) 
And he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa, 
And make aſſurance here in Padua 
Of greater ſums than I have promiſed: 
So ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, 
And merry ſweet Bianca with conſent, 
Luc. Were it not that my fellow ſchool-maſter 
Doth watch Bianca's ſteps fo narroivly, 
*'Twere good methinks to ſteal our marriage; 
Which once pertorm'd, let all the world ſay no, 
II keep my own, delpighit of all the world, 
Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this buſineſs: ] 
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| We'll over- reach the gray-beard Gremio, 


The narrow-prying father Minola, 
The quaint muſician amorous Licio; 
All for my maſter's ſake Lucentio. 


SCENE VL 
Enter Gremio. 


Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church? 
Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from ſchool. 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A bridegroom ſay you? 'tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find. 
Tra. Cruſter than ſhe? why 'tis impoſſible, 
Gre. Why he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend, 
Tra. Why ſhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam; 
Gre. Tut ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him : 
I'll tell you, Sir Lacentio, when the prieſt 
Should ask if Katharine ſhould be his wife? 
Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 
That all amaz'd the prieſt let fall the book; 
And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd * ca took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down fell prieſt and book, and book and prieſt, 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift. 
Ira. What ſaid the wench, when he roſe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd and 
{wore, 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine: a health, quoth he; as if 
H'ad been abeard carowzing to his mates 
After a ſtorm; quaft off the muſcade], 
And threw the ſops all in the fexton's face; 
Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ask 
His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The bride about the neck, and kiſt her lips 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting 
All the church e-cho'd ; and l ſeeing this, 
Came thence for very ſhame; and after me 
I know the rout is coming : 


Such 
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Such a mad marriage never was before. 
Hark, hark, 1 hear the minſtrels play, ¶ Muſick plays. 


I. 


Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Hortenſio, 

and Baptiſta. 

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 

ains: 
1 know you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheer ; 
But ſo it is, my haffe doth call me hence; 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Is't poſſible you will away to-night ? 

Pet. I muft away to-day, before night come, 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would entreat me rather go than ſtay. 

And honeſt company, I thank you ail, 

That have beheld me give away my (elf 

To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuous wife : 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 


Tra, Let us intreat you ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 


Gre.. Let me intreat you, 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me intreat you. 

Pet. I am content. 

Kath, Are you content to ſt y? 

Pet. J am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay; 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can, 

Kath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. 

Pet, Grumio, my horſes, 


Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready: the oats have eatey 
the horſes. 


Kath. Ny then 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to day; 
No, nor to-morrow, nor till I pleaſe my ſelf: 
The door is open, Sir, there lies your way, 
You may be jogging while your boots are green, 
For me, I'll not go, 'till I pleaſe my ſelf; 
Tis like you'll prove a jolly ſurly groom, 
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That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 
Pet. O Kate content thee; pr'ythee be not angry, 
Kath, I will be angry; what haſt thou to do ? 
Father, be quiet; he ſhall ſtay my leiſure. 
Gre. Ay, marry Sir, now it begins to work. 
Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal-dinner. 
T ſee a woman may be made a fool, 
It ſhe had not a ſpirit to reſiſt, 
Pet, They ſhall go forward, Kare, at thy command, 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her: 
Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer; 
Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. | 
Nay look not big. nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be maſter of what is wine own; 
She is my goods, my chattels, ſhe is my houſe, | 
My houſnold ſtuff, my field, my barn, 
My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare; 
Ji bring my action on the proudeſt he, 
hat ſtops my way in Padua: Grim, 
Draw forth thy weapon; we're beſet with thieves; 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs if thou be a man: 
Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſha!l not touch thee, Kate; 
Il buckler thre againſt a million, [He. Pet. and Kath, 
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre, Went they not quickly, I ſhould die with 
Laughing, 
Tra, Of all mad matches, never was the like, 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your lifter ? 
Bian. That being mad her ſelf, ſhe's mad:'y mated, . | 
Gre, I warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and friends, tuo' bride and bride- 
groom wart 
For to ſuppiy the places at the table; 
You know thzre wants no junkets at the feaſt 2 
Lucentio, you ſupp'y the bridegroom's place, 
£.94 let Bianca take her ſiſter's room. \ 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how © bride it? 
ap. She ſhall, Lucentio: gentiemen, let's 30. [Ea eunt. 
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ACTI. SCENS#F.L 


Petruchio's Country Flouſe. / 


Euter Grumio. 


Gru. LIE, fie on all tired jades, and all mad maſters, 

and all foul ways! was ever man lo beaten? 
was ever man fo raide: was ever man ſo weary? L 
am ſent before to make a fire, and they are coming 
after to warm them: now were 1 noc a little pose. and 
ſoon hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
tongue to the root of my mouth, my heart in my bel- 
ly, ere I ſhould come by a fire to thaw me; but L 
with blowing the fire ſhall warm my felt; for confſt- 
dering the weather, ataller man than 1 will take cold: 
holla, hoa, Cris! 

Unter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is it that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice, If thou doubt it, thou may'ſt 
flide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a 
run but my head and my neck, A fire, good Carts, 

Curt. ls my maſter and his wife coming, Gram? 

Gru. Oh ay, Cariir, ay; and therefore fire, fire, 
caſt on no water. 

Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's re orted? 

Cru. She was, good Curtis, before the froſt; but 


thou know'ſt winter tames man, woman and beaſt, 
for it hath tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtreſs, 


and my ſelf, fellow Cars, 

Curt. Away, you three-inch'd fool; I am no beaſt. 
Gru. Am I but three inches? why thy horn is a 
foot, and ſo long am 1 at the leaſt, But wilt thou 
make a fire, or ſhall I complain on thee to our mi- 
ſtreſs, whoſe hand, ſhe being now at hand, thou ſhalt 
ſoon feel to thy cold comfort, for being flow in thy 
hot office, | 


C. 3 Curt, 
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Curt, I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes 
the world? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine; 
and therefore fire: do thy duty, and have thy duty; 
for my maſter and miſtreſs are almoſt frozen to death. 
Curt. There's fire ready; and therefore, good Gru- 

mio, the news. 


Gru. Why, Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news 
as thou wilt. 

Curt. Come, you are ſe full of cony- catehing. 

Gru. Why therefore fire; for I have caught extream 
cold. Where's the cook ? is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trimm'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs ſwept, the ſerving- 
men in their new fuftian, their white ſtockings, and 
every officer his wedding garment on? be the Jacks 
fair within, the Jills fair without, carpets laid, and 
every thing in order ? 

Curt, All ready : and therefore I pray thee what 
news ? 

Gru. Firſt, know my horſe is tired, my maſter and 
miſtreſs fall'n out. 

Curt. How? 

Gru. Out ef their ſaddles into the dirt; and there- 
by hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. | 

Gru. There, | [Strikes him. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis call'd a ſenſible tale: and 
this cuff was but to knock at yeur ear, and beſeech 
liftning, Now I begin: imprimis we came down a 
foul hill, my maſter riding behind my miſtreſs. 

Cart, Both on one horſe? 

Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt. Why a horſe. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale. But hadſt thou not croſt 
me, thou ſhould'ſt have heard how her horſe fell, and 
ſhe under her horſe: thou ſhould'ſt have heard in 
how miry a place, how fhe was bemoil'd, how he 
Jeft her with the horſe upon her, how he beat me = 

cau 
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cauſe her horſe ſtumbled, how ſhe waded through the 
dirt to pluck him off me; how he ſwore, how ſhe 
pray'd that never pray'd before; how I cry'd, how 
the horſes ran away, how her bridle was burſt, how 
I loſt my crupper; with many things of worthy me- 
mory, which now ſhall die in oblivion, and thou re- 
turn unexperienc'd to thy grave. 
Curt. By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe, 
Gru, Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you 
all ſhall find when he comes home, But what talk 1 
of this? call forth Nathaniel, Foſeph, Nicholas, Phi- 
lip, Walter, Sugerſop, and the reſt : let their heads be 
fleeky comb'd, their blue coats bruſh'd, and their gar- 
ters of an indifferent knit; let them curt'ſie with their 
left legs, and not preſume to touch a hair of my mi- 


ſter's horſe tail, till they kiſs their hands. Ars they 
all ready? 


Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my mafter 
$0 countenance my miſtreſs. 

Gra. Why ſhe hath a face of her own, 

Curt, Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou it ſeems, that call'ſt for company to 
eountenance her, 

Curt. } call them forth to credit her, 

Enter four or five Serving:men, 

Gru. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Nat. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

Foſ. What, Grumio / 

Nich. Fellow Grumio! 8 

rath. How now, old lad. 

Gru. Welcome you; how now you; what you; 
fellow you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my 
ſpruce companions, is all ready, and all things near ? 

Nat. All things are ready; how near is our maſter ? 

Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore 
be not—cock's paſſion, ſilence, I hear my maſter, 
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N Il, 


Enter Petruchio and Kate. 


Pet. Where be theſe knayes? what, no man at door 
to hold my ſtirrup, nor to take my horſe? where is 
Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ? 

All Serv, Here, here, Sir; here, Sir. 

Pet, Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, here Sir? 

You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd grooms : 
W hat? no attendance? no regard? no duty? 
Where is the fooliſh knaye I ſent before? 
Gru. Here Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. 
= ou pleaſant ſwain, you whoreſon, malt-horſe 
rudge, 
Did not f bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along the raſcal knaves with thee? 

Gru. Nathaniel's coat, Sir, was not fully made: 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'th' heel: 
There was no link to colour Peter's bet, 

And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Rolf h, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old and beggarly, 

Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

Pet. Go, raſcals, go and fetch my ſupper in. | Ex, Serv. 
Where is the life that late I led? 

Where are thoſe? {it down Kate, 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 
Enter Servants with ſupper. 
Why when I fay? nay, good ſweet Kate be merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogue: you villains, when I 
Sings. 
It was the fryar of orders grey, * 
As he forth walked on his way. 
Out, out, you rogue, you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. 
Strikes him, 
Be merry, Kate : ſome water here; what hoa. 
Enter one with water. 
Where's my ſpaniel Troilus? ſirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my couſin Ferdinand come hither : 


One, Kate, that you muſt kiſs, and be acquainted with. 


Where 
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Where are my ſlippers? ſhall I have {ome water? 
Come Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You whoreſon villain, will you let it fall!? 

Kath, Patience, | pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling, 
Pet. A whoreſon, beatle-headed, flat-ear'd knave : 
Come Kate, ſit down, I know you have a ſtomach. 
Will you give thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſe ſhall I? 

What's this, mutton ? 

x Ser. Yes. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

Ser. I. 

Pet. *Tis burnt, and ſo is all the meat: 
What dogs are theſe! where is the riſcal cook ? 
How duſt you, villain, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve i: thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all: 

[Throws the Meat, &c, about the ſtage. 

You heedleſs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves. 
What, do you grumble? Ill be with you ſtraight. 

Kath, I pray you. husband, be not ſo diſquiet, 
The meat was weil, it you were ſo contented, 

Pet. I tell thee, Kare, *twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I exprefly am forbid to touch it: 

or it engenders cholzr, planteth anger, 
And better *twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are cholerick, 
Than feed it with ſuch oyer-roaſted fleſh: 
Be patient, for to-morrow't ſnall be mended, 
And for this Night we'll faſt for company. 


Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber, Exe. 


Enter Servants ſe verally. 
Nath. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour. 
Gru. Where is he? 
Euter Curtis, 4 Servant. 
Cur, In her chamber, making a ſermon of con- 
tinency to her, 
And rails, and ſwears, and rates; and ſhe poor ſoul 
Knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, 
And ſits as one new-riſen from a dream, 
Away, away, for he's coming hither, [ Exennte 
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. 
Enter Petruchio. 


Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : 
My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſling empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoop ſhe muſt not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her lure, 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call: 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe kites, 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient, 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none ſhall eat. 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to-night ſhall not: 
As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 
ll find ab-ut the making of the bed. | 
And here 1'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 
This way the coverlet, that way the ſheets; 
Ay, and amid this hurly I'll pretend 
That all is done in reverend care of her, 
And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night: 
And if ſhe chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl, 
Fad with the clamour keep her ſtil] awake. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindneſs, | 
And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew, 
Now let him ſpeak, *tis charity to ſhew, Exit. 


N. 
Enter Katharina and Grumio. 


4 


Gru. No, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life. 
Kath. The more my wrong, the more his ſpite ap- 
pears: 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? 
Beggars that come unto my fither's door, 
t]po' intreaty, have a preſent alms; 


But I, who never knew how to intreat, 

Nor never needed that | ſhould intreat, 

Am ftarv'd for meat, g ddy for lack of ſleep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed; 
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And that which ſpights me more than all theſe wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love: 
As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat ' 
*'T were deadly ſickneſs, or elſe preſent death: ; 
I pr'ythee go, and get me ſome repiſt; ; 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food, 

Gru. What ſay you to a neat's foot ? 

Rath. Tis paſſing good; I pr'ythee let me have it. 

Gru. 1 fear it is too flegmatick a meat: 
How ſay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd? 

Kath, 1 like it well; good Grumio fetch it me. 

Gru. I cannot tell, I fear it's cholerick : 
What ſay you to a piece of beef and muſtard? 

Kath. A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 

Kath, Why then the beef, and let the muſtard reſt. 

Gru. Nay then I will not; you ſhall have the muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath, Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt, 

Gru. Why then the muſtard without the beef. 

Kath, Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding flave, 

| beats hin, 

That feed'ſt me with the very name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 
That triumph thus upo my miſery. 
Go, get thee gone, | ſay. 


SCENE TV. 


Enter Petruchio and Hortenſio with meat. 


Pet. How fares my Kate? what, ſweeting. allamort ? 
Hor. Miſtreſs, what cheer ? 
Kath, Faith as cold as can be 
Pet. Pluck up thy ſpirits, look cheerfully upon me; 
Here love, thou ſeeſt how diligent Jun, 
To dreſs thy meat my ſelt, and bring it thee: 
I'm ſere, ſweet Kaze, this kindneſs merits thanks, 
What nota word? nay then, thou lov'it it not: 
And all my pains is ſorted to no proc!, 
Hege take away the diſh, 
Kath. I pray you let it and. 
Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaid with thanks, 4 
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And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the meat, 

Kath, I thank you, Sir, 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame: 
Come, miſtreſs Kate, I'll bear you company. 

Pet, Eat it up all, Hortenſio, it thou loveſt me, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart; 
Kate, eat apace, Ard now my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy father's houſe, 
And revel it as brayely as the beſt, 
With ſilken coats, and cars, and golden rings, 
With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things: 
With ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry, 
With amber bracelets, beads and all ttis knavery. 
What, haſt thou din'd? the taylor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his * ruſtling treaſure: | 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Taylor. 
Come, taylor, let us ſee theſe ornaments, 
Enter Haberdaſher. 

Lay forth the gown, What news with you, Sir! 
Hab. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 
Pet, Why this was moulded on a porringer, 

A velvet diſh: fie, fie, 'tis lewd and filthy: 

Why 'tis a cockle or a walnut-ſhell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. 

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath, I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

And gentlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe. 

Pet, When you are gentle, you ſhall haye one too, 

And not ”till then. ä 
Hor. That will not be in haſte. 


Kath. Why, Sir, I truſt | may have leave fo ſpe ak, 


And ſpeak | will, I am no child, no babe, 
Your vetters hive endur'd me ſay my mind; 
Ard it you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears, 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, . 
Or elſe my heart concealing it will break: 

And rather tian it ſhall, I will be free, 

Even to the utmoſt as | pleate in words, 

| 21. 
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Per, Why thou ſay'ſt true, it is a paltry cap, 

A cuſtard coffin, a bauble, a ſilken pie, 

J love thee well in that thou lik'ſt it not. 
Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap, 

And I will have it, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown? why ay; come taylor, let us ſee't, 

O mercy heav'n, what masking ſtuff is here? 

What? this a ſleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon ; 

What, up and down cary'd like an apple-tart ? 

Here's ſnip, and aip, and cut, and ſliſn, and flaſh, 

Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop : 

Why what a devil's name, taylor, calPſt thou this? 
Her. I ſee ſhe's like to've neither cap nor gown, 
Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, 

According to the faſhion of the time. 

Pet. Marry and did: but if you be remembred, 

I did not bid you marr it to the time. 

Go hop me over every kennel home, 

For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, Sir: 

I'll none of it; hence, make your belt of it, 

Kath, 1 never faw a better faſhion'd gown, 

More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable : 

Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Per. Why true, he means to make a puppet of thee, 

Tay. She ſays your worſhip means to make a puppet 
of her, | 

Pet. Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance ! 

Thou lyeR, thou thread, thou thimble, 

Thou yard, three quarters, halt yard, quarter, nail, 

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou! 

Bray'd in mine own houſe with a skein of thread ! 

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 

Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 

As thou ſhall! think on prating wbilſt thou liv'ſt: 

I tell thee I, chat thou haſt marr'd her gown, 
1ay. Your woritip is deceiv'd, the gown is made 

Juſt as my matter had direction. 

Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff. 
Tay. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made? 
Gr, Marry, Sir, With neccdie and thread, 
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Tay. But did you not requeſt to haye it cut ? 

Gru, Thou haft fac'd many things, 

Tay: I have. 

Gru. Face not me: thou haſt bray'd many men, brave 
not me, I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. I ſay un- 
to thee, I bid thy maſter cut out the gown, but I did 
not bid bim cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieſt, 

Tay. Why here is the note of the faſhion to teſtify, 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in's throat if he ſay I ſaid ſo. 

Tay. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied ns. 

Gru. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-bodied gown, ſow 
me up in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with a 
bottom of brown thread: I ſaid a gown. 

Pet, Proceed. | 

Tay. With a ſmall compaſt cape. 

Gru. I confeſs the cape. 

Tay. With a trunk ſleeve. 

Gru. I confeſs two ſleeves. 

Tay. The ſleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. Ay there's the villany. 

Gru. Error i'th' bill, Sir, error i'th' bill: I commaad- 
ed the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up again, 
and that I'll prove upon thee, tho' thy little finger be 
armed in a thimble, 

Tay. This is true, that I fay, an I had thee in place 
where, thou ſhou'dſt know it, 

Gru. I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the bill, give 
me thy meet-yard, and ſpare not me. 

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio, then he ſhall have no odds. 

Pet. Well Sir, in brief the gown is not for me. 

Gru. Lou are i'th' right, Sir, *:is for my miſtreſs, 

Pet. Go take it up unto thy maſter's uſe. 

Gra. Villain, not for thy life: take up my miſtreſs's 
gown for thy maſter's uſe! 

Pet, Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that? 

Gru. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for; 
Take up my miſtreſs's gown unto his maſter's uſe ? 

Oh fie, fie, fie, 
Pet. Hortenſio, ſay thou wilt ſee the taylor paid. 
Go take it hence, be gone, and ſay no more. 
Hor, 
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Hor. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrom 
Take no unk indneſs of his haſty words: 


Away I ſay, commend me to thy mafter. [Exit Tay. 
Pet. Well come my Kate, we will unto your father's, ' 


Even in theſe honeſt mean habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 
For 'tis the mind that that makes the body rich, 
And as the ſun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit, 
What; is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the adder better than the cel, 
Becauſe his painted skin contents the eye? 
Oh no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe 
For this poor furniture, and mean array, 
If thou account'ſ it ſhame, lay it on me; 
And therefore frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport us at thy father's houfe, 
Go call my men, andlet us ſtraight to him, 
And bring our horſes unto Long-lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 
Let's ſee, I think 'tis now ſome ſeven a-clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner-time, 
Kath, I dare aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two; 
And 'twill be ſupper-time ere you come there, 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeyen ere I go to horſe: 
Look what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ſtill croſſiag it; Sirs, let't alone, 
I will not go to-day, and ere I do, 
It ſhall be what a clock I ſay it is. 
Hor. Why ſo: this gallant will command the ſun? 
[ Exeunt Pet, Kath. and Hor. 
Lord. Who's within there? Sly ſteeps. 
Enter Servants, 
Aſleep again ! go take him eaſily up, and put him in his 
own apparel again. But ſes you wake him not in any 


caſe. 
Serv. It ſhall be done, my lord: come help to bear him 
hence, [ They bear off Sly. 


ACT 


* - L. — 
. 7 
3 : 


64 The Taminc of the SHRE w. 


ACT V SCENE 1 
54 9 U. 


Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. 


Tra. JS't poſſible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth farcy any other but Lacentio ? 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 
Hor, To ſatis fie you, Sir, in what I ſaid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 


Enter Bianca and Lucentio, | } 


Tuc: Now, miſtre(s, profit you in what you read? 
Bian. What maſter read you firſt, reſolve me that? 
Luc, 1 read that I profeſs, the art of love. 

Bian. And may you prove, Sir, maſter of your art. 

Luc. Waile you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of my 

heart, 

Hor. Quick proceeders! marry! now tell me I pray, 
you that durſt ſwear that your miſtreſs Bianca lov'd } 1 
none in the world fo well as Lacentio. 

Tra. O deſpightful love, unconſtant womankind! 
I tell thee, Jicio, this is wonderkul. 

Hor. Miſtake no more, I am not Licio, 

Nor a muſician, as I ſeem to be, 

But one that ſcorn to liye in this diſguiſe, 

For ſuch a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a God of ſuch a cullion | 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Herten ſio. 

Tra. Signivs FHortenſio, I have often heard 
Of your -nt re affection to Biaxca; 

And ſince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
I will with you, if you be ſo contented, | 
Forſwear Fjancu and her love for ever. 

Hor. See how they kiſs aud court, Signior Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but do ferſwear her 
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As one unworthy all the foriner favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 
Tra, And here I take the like unfeigned oath, 
Never to n arry her, tho' ſhe intreat. 
Fie on her, ſte how beaſtly ſhe doth court him, 
Hor, Would allthe world but he had quite forſworn her- 
For me, that I may ſurely keep mine oatd, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow, 
Ere three days paſs, which has as long loy'd me, 
As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful haggard. 
And ſo f:rewel, Signior Lucentio. 
Kindneſs in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love: and fo I take my leave, 
In reſolution as I ſwore before, {Exit Hor, 
Tra, Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace, 
As longeth to a lover's bleſſed caſe : 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love, 
And have forſworn you with Horten ſio. 
Bian. Tranio, you jeſt : but have you both forſwora 
me ? 
Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. 
Luc, Then we are rid of Licio. 
Tra. I'faith he'll have a luſty widow now, 
That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 
Bian, God give him joy, 
Tra, Ay, and he'll tame her, 
ian. He ſays ſo, Trano, 
Tra. Faith he's gone unto the taming ſchoo!, 
Bian. The taming ſchool? what, is there fuch a 
place ? | 
Tra. Ay, miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter, 
That te:cheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue, 


TCEMNE Tt 
Enter Biondello. 


Bion. Oh maſter, maſter, I have watch'd ſo long, 
That I'm dog weary; but at laſt I ſpied 
An ancient angel going down the hill 
Will ſerve the turn. 

Tra. What is he, Biondello? 


Bion, 
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Bion. Maſter, a mercantant, or elſe a pedant 
I know not what; but formal in apparel; 
In gate and countenance, ſurely like a father. 
Luc, And what of him, Tranio ? 
Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my tale, 
I'll make him glad to ſeem Vincontio, 
And give aflarance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As it he were the right Vincent : 
Take me your loye, and then let me alone, — 
[Ex. Luc. & Bian. 
Enter a Pedant. 
Ped, God ſave you, Sir. 
Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 
Travel yon far on, or are you at the fartheſt? 
Ped, Sir, at the fartheſt for a week or two; 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome; 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 
Tra. What countryman, I pray? 
Ped, Of Mantua. 
Tra, Of Mantua, Sir? God forbid ; 
And come to Padua, careleſs of your Life? 
Ped. My life, sir! how, I pray? for that goes hard, 
Tra, Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua; know you not the cauſe? 
Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 
(For private quarrel *twixt your Duke and him,) 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly : 
Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come, 
You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd abour, 
Pet. Alas. Sir, it is worſe fr me than ſo; 
For I have bills for mony by exchange 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courteſie, 
This will I do, and this will I adviſe you; 
Firſt tell me, have you ever been at Piſa ? 
Ped, Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; 
Piſa renowned for grave citizens. 
Tra, Among them know you one Vincentio ? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. 
Tra. He is my father, Sir; and ſooth to ſay, 


In 
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In count'nance ſomewhat doth reſemble you. 

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 
|; [Aſide. 

Tra. To ſave your life in this extremity, 

This fayour will I do you for his fake; 

And think it not the worſt of all your fortunes 

That you are like to Sir Vincentio : 

His name and credit Hall you undertake, 

And in my houſe you ſhall be lodg'd: 

Look that you take upon you as you ſhould, 

You underſtand me, Sir: ſo ſhall you ſtay 

'Till you have done your buſineſs in the city, 

If this be court'ſie, Sir, accept of it. 

[ Ped. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 
Tra, Then go with me to make the matter good: 

This by the way I Jet you underſtand, 

My father is here loek'd for every day, 

To paſs aſſurance of a dowre in marriage 

'Twixt me and one Bapriſta's daughter here: 

In all theſe circumftances I'll inſtruct you: 

| Go with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you, 


[ Exeuns 


——_ 


— 


. 
Eater Tranio, and the Pedant dreſt like Vincentio. 


Tra. C Irs, this is the houſe, pleaſe it you that I call. 
| Ped. Ay what elſe, and (but I be deceiy'd,) 
Signior Baptiſta may remember me 
Near twenty Years ago in Genoa. 

Tra. Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſas: 
'Tis well, and hold your own in any caſe 
With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father, 

Enter Biondello. 

Ped. 1 warrant you: but Sir, here comes your boy ; 
'Twere good he were ſchool'd. 

Tra. Fear you not him; firrah Biondello, | 
Now do your duty throughly, I adyiſe you: 
; Imagine twere the right Vincentio, | 


Bios 
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Bion. Tut, fear not me, 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta ? 

Bion. I told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you look'd for him in Padua. 

Tra. Th'art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Rere comes Baptiſta ; (et your countenance, vir, 


SCENE: IV. 
Enter Baptiſta «nd Lucentio, 


Tra. Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met: 
Sir, thisis the gentleman I told you of; 
I pray you ſtind, good father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca tor my patrimony. 

Ped. Solt, fon. Sir, by your leave, having come 

to Padua 

To gather in ſome debts, my ſun Lucentio 
lade me acquainted with a weighty caule 
Of love between your daughter and himſelt : 
And for the good report I hear of you, 
And fcr the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And ſhe to him; to ftay bim not too long, 
I am content in a good father's care 
To have him match'd, and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſome agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed : 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom LI hear ſo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay. 
Your p'ainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well : 
Right true it is, yvur Son Lacentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 

Or both diſſemble deeply their affections; 

And therefore if you ſay no more than this, 
That like a father you will deal with him, 
And paſs my daughter a ſufficient dow'ry, 

The Match is made, and all is done, | 
Your ſon ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 


Tra. I thank you, Sir, Where then do you know beſt 


Be we flieid, and ſuch aſſurance ta'en, 
As ſhall wth either part's agreement ſtand 


Bap, 
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Bap. Not in my houſe, Lucentio, for you know 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many ſeryants ; 
Beſides, old Gremio is he-rkning ſtill, 

And haply then we might be inter upred, 

Tra, Then at my lodging, an it like you, Sir 
There doth my father lye; and there this night 
We'll paſs the buſin ſs privately and well: 

Send for your daughter by your ſ{crvait here, 
My boy ſhall fecch the icrivener preſently, 

The worſt is this, that at ſo fleader warning 
You're like to have a thin and lender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well, Go, Cambio, hie thee home, 
And bid Bianca mike her eady ſtraight : 

And it you will, tell what hath happen'd here; 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And how [he's like to be Lacentio's wife 
Luc, I pray the gods ſhe may with a my heart, [Ex. 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Enter Peter. 
Signior Baptiſta, ſhill 1 lead the way? 
Welcome! one mels is like to be your cheer, 
Come, Sir, we will better it in Piſa. 
Bap. I'll follow you, [Exeunt. 


e. 


Enter Lucemio and Biondello. 

Bion. Cambio, 

Luc. What ſ:y'it thou, Biondello? 

Bion. You {aw my maſler wink ard laugh upon you. 

Luc, Biondlello, what of that? 

Bion. Faith nothing; but has left me here behind to 
expound the meaning or moral of his ſigns and tokens, 

Luc. 1 pray tres mora'tze them. | 

Bion. Then thus. Bapriſta is ſafe, talking with the 
deceiving father of a deceitful ſon, | 

Luc. And what of him? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the 
ſupper. 

Lic, And then ? 

Bion. The old prieſt at St, Lule's church is at your 
command at all hours. 


Luc 
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Luc, And what of all this? 

Bion. I cannot tell, except they are buſied about a 
counterfeit aſſurance; take your aſſurance of her, Cum 
privilegio ad imprimendum ſolum ; to th' church take 
the prieſt, clerk, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes: 
If this be not that you look for, I have no more to ſay, 
Zut bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 

Luc, Hear'ſt thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry; I knew a wench married in| 
an afternoon as ſhe went to the garden for parſley to 
ſtuff a rabbit, and ſo may you, Sir, and fo adieu, Sir; 
my maſter hath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to 
bid the prieſt be ready to come againſt you come with 
your appendix, Exit. 

Luc. 1 may, and will, if ſhe be fo contented: 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt her} 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her : 
It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her. [Exit 


— —— 


SSN VI; 
The Street before Lucentio's Houſe, 
Enter Petruchio, Katharina, and Hortenſio. 


Per, Come on a god's name, once more tow'rd 
our father's. 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon. 
Kath. The moon ! theſun; it is not moon-light now. 
Pet. I ſay it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright, | 
Kath, I know it is the ſun that ſhines ſe bright. 
Pet. Now by my mother's ſon, and that's my ſelf ; 

It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what I liſt, 

Or ere [ journey to your father's houſe : 

Go on, and fetch our horſes back again, 

Evermore croſt and croſt, nothing but croſt! 

Hor, Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Kath. Forward I pray, ſince we have come ſo fas 

And be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe , 

And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 

Henceforth I vow it ſhall be ſo for me. 

Pet. I ſay it is the moon, 


Rath. 


fas, 
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Kath. I know it is the moon. 

Pet, Nay then you lye; it is the bleſſed ſun, 

Kath, Then God be bleſt, it is the bleſſed ſun, 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not, | 
And the moon changes eyen as your mind. 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is, 
And ſo it ſhall be for Katharine. 

Hor, Petruchio, go thy way, the field is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, fotward, thus the bowl ſhould run 
And not unluckily againſt the bias : 
But ſoft, ſome company is coming here. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Vincentio. 
Good morrow, gentle miſtreſs, where away? (To Vin; 
Tell me ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentle woman: 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks; 
W hat ſtars do ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heav'nly face: 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake. 
Hor. He will make the man mad, to make a woman 
of him. 
* Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and 
{weet, 
| Whither 


IT _ 8 8 1 1 
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In the firſt sketch of this play, printed in 1607, we 
find tuo ſpeeches in this place worth preſerving, and ſeem- 
ing to be of the hand of Shakeſpear, tho' the reſt of thay 
play is far inferior, 


Fair lovely maiden, young and affable, 
More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 
Than precious ſardonyx, or purple rocks 
Of amethiſts, or gliſtering hyacinth 
—— Sweet Katharine, this lovely woman—— _ 
Kath, Fair lovely lady, bright and cryſtalline 
Beauteous and ſtately as the eye-train'd bird; 
As glorious as the morcfhg waſh'd with dew, 
With 


| 
| 
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Whither away, or where is thy abode ? 
Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow. 
Pet. Why, how now, Kate, I hope thou art not 
mad ! 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 
Kath. Pardon, old father, my miſtaken eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazled with the ſun 
Thit every thing I look on ſeemeth green. 
Now 1 n:-eive thou art a reyerend father: 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. 
Pe. Do, good old grandſir, and withal make known 
Which way thou travelleſt ; it along with us, 
V/e fall be joyful of thy company. 
Plz, Fair Sir, and you my merry miſtreſs, 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz'd me 
My name is call'd Vincentio, my dwelling Piſa, 
And :cund I am to Padua, there to vilit 


A Sou of mine, which long 1 have not ſeen, 


Pet, What is his name ? 

Vin, Lucen tio, gentle Sir. 

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy ſon; 
And nuw by law as well as reverend age, 
I may intitle thee my loving father : 
The ſiſter of my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy ſon by this hath. married. Wander not, 
Nor be not griev'd, ſhe is of good eſteem, 
Her dowry weaithy, and of worthy birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſgem 
The ſpouſe of any noble gentleman, 
Let me embrace with old Vincerno, 


And 


Within whoſe eyes ſhe mkes her dawning beams, 
And golden ſummer ſleeps upon thy cheeks. 

Wi rap up thy radiations in ſome cloud, 
Leſt tha: thy beauty make this ſtately town 
Uchabitable as the burning zone, 
With ſweet reflexions of thy loyely face, 
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And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, | 
Who will of thy airival be full joyous, | 
In. But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor. J do aſſure thee, father, ſo it is; 

Pet. Come, go along, and ſee the truth hereof, 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. 

| Exeunt, 

Hor. Well Petruchio, this hath pu* me in heart, 
Have to my widow, and if the be froward, 
Thea haſt thou taught Zorren/1o ro be untoward, Ent. 


—_ 


— — — —„— 


SGN VI. 
Before Lucentio's Horſe, 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca; Gremia 
walking on one ſi de. 


Bion. Softly and ſwiftly, Sir, for the prieft is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondello; but they may chance to naed 
thee at home. therefore leave us, 
Lion. Nay, faith, 1'!] fee the Chuch o' your back, 
and then come back to my miſtreſs as ſoon as I can. 
{ Ext, 
Gre, I maryel Cambio comes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio and 
Grumio, with Attendants, 


Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's hoiffe, 
My father's bears nore towards the warket-place, 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir, * 
| Vin, You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you ga, 
I think 1 fnall command „our weleome here; 
And by all likelihood ſome cheer is toward, [ Knock, 
Gre, They're buſie within, you were Leſt knock 
louder. [Pe+tart looks out of the window 
Ped. 
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Ped. What's he that knocks as he would beat dawn 
the gate? 

Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir? 

Ped, He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal, 

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 
two, to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to your ſelf, he 
ſhall need none as long as I live. 

Pet, Nay, 1 told you your fon was belov'd in Pa- 
aua. Do you hear, Sir, to leave frivolous circumftan- 
ces I pray you tell Signior Lucentio that his father is 
come from Piſa, and is here at the door to ſpeak with 
him. 

Ped. Thou lieſt, his father is come to Fadua, and 
here looking out of the window. 

Vin, Art thou his father ? 

Ped, Ay, Sir, ſo his mother ſays, if I may believe 
her. 

Pet, Why how now, gentleman! why this is flat 
knavery to take upon you another man's name, 

Ped, Lay hands on the villain, I believe he means 
to cozen ſome body in this city under my countenance, 


SCENE IX. 


Euter Biondello. 


Bion. I have ſeen them in the church together, God 
ſend 'em good ſhipping : but who is here? mine old 
maſter Vincentio? now we are undone, and brought 
to nothing. | 

Vin. Come hither, crackhemp. [Seeing Biondello. 

Bion. I hope I may chute, Sir, 

Vin, Come hither you rogue; what have you for- 
got me ? 

Bien. Forgot you? no Sir: I could not forget you, 
for I never ſaw you before in alf my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didſt thou never 
ſee thy maſter's father Vincentio ? 

Bion. What, my old worſhipful old maſter? yes, 
marry Sir, ſee where he looks out of the window. 

Vin. 


de 
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Vin, 1s't ſo indeed? [He beats Biondeilo, 

Bion. Help, help, help, here's a mad-man will mur- 
der me, | 

Ped. Help, ſon, help Signior Baptiſta. 

Pet. Pry*thee, Kate. let's ſtand aſide, and ſee the 
end of this controverſie. 


Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptiſta and Tranio. 


Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my ſervant ? 

Vin. What am I, Sir, nay, What are you, Sir? oh 
immortal Gods! oh fine vill-in, a filken doublet, 1 
velvet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloak and a “* copatain hat: oh 
I am undone, | am undone! while 1 play the good 
husband at home, my ſon and my ſervants ſpend all 
at the univerſity. | 

Tra. How now, what's the matter ? 

Bap. What, is this man lunatick ? 

Tra. Sir, you leem a ſober ancient gentleman by 
Jour habit, but your words ſhew a mad-man; why, 
Sir, what concerns it you, it | wear pearl and gold? 
I thank my good father, 1 am able to maintain ir, 

Vin. Thy father! oh villain, he is a ſail-maker in 
Bergamo, 

Bap. You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray What 
do you think is his name? 

Vin, His name? as if I knew not his name: I have 
brought him up ever ſince he was three years old, ans 
his name is Tran, 

Ped, Away, away mad aſs, his name is Lucentio, and 
he is mine only fon, and heir to the lands of me Sig- 
nior Vixcentio. | 

Vin. Lucentio! oh he hath murthered his maſter, lay 
hold of him 1 charge you in the Duke's name; oh my 
ſon, my ſon, tell me, thou villain, where is my ſon 
Lucentio? 

Tra. Call forth an officer; carry this mad knave to 
the jail; father Baptiſta, I charge you ſee that he be 
forth-coming. 

Vin, Carry me to jail? 

D 2 Gre. 
* copped, or pointed. ä 
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Gre. Stay, officer, he ſhall not go to priſon, 

_ Talk not, Signior Gremio: I fay he ſhall go to 

riſon. | 

Gre. Take heed, S'gnior Baptiſta, left you be cony- 
gatch'd in this buſireſs; I dare ſwear this is the right 
Vincentio. 

Fed. Swear if thou dar'ſt. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert beſt ſay, that I am not Lx- 
cent, 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lacentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him, 


Enter Lucentio and Bianca, 


Vin. Thus ſtrangers may be bal'd and abus'd; oh 
monſtrous villain ! 
Bion, Oh we are ſpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, 
forſwear him, or elle we are all undvne. 
[Ex. Biondello, Tranio ana Pedaat, 


SE NIX. 


Luc. Pardon, ſweet father, [ Kneeling, 
Via. Lives my ſweet ſon? 
Bian. Pardon, dear father, 
Bap. How haſt thou offended? where is Lucentio? 
Luc, Here's Lucentio, right ſon to tue right Viacentio, 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mige: 
While counterfeit ſuppolers bleer'd thine eyes. 
Gre, Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive usall, 
Vn. Where is that damn'd villain Tranio, 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter ſo ? 
Bap. Why tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Luc, Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's love 
Made me exchange my ſtate with Tran, 
While he did bear my chunteuance in the town: 
And happily 1 have arriv'd at laſt 
TInto the wiſhed haven of my bliſs; 
What Tranio did, my ſelf enforc'd him to; 
Then 


W 
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Then pardon him, ſweet father, for my ſake. 

Vin. I'll flit the villain's noſe that would have ſent 
me to the jail, 

Bap. But do you hear, Sr, have you married my 
daughter without asking my good will? 

Vin, Fear not, Baptiſta, we will content you, go to: 
but I will in, to be ue „ on this villain. Exit. 

Bap. And I to found the depth of this knavery, 8 

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not frown. 

Exgunt. 

Gre. My cake is dough, but 111 among the relt, 

Out of hope of all, but my ſhare of the feaſt, [ Exit. 
Kath, Husband let's follow, to ſee the end of this ado, 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will, 

Kath, What, in the midſt of the ſtreet? 

Pet. What, art thou aſham'd of me? 

Kath. No, Sir, God forbid; but aſham'd to kiſs. 

Pet. Why then let's home again: come ſitrah, let's 
away. 

Kath, Nay. I will give thee a kiſs ; now pray thee 
love, ſt y. 

Pet. Is not this well? come, my ſweet Kate; 

Better once than never, for never tos late. | Fxennt. * 
SCENE 


Rx. oo late. | Exeunt. 

Enter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio, 
Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Katharina, 
Grumio, Hortenſio and widow, Tranio's ſervants 
bringing in à banquet. 


Luc. At laſt, tho' long, our jarring notes agree; 
And time it is when raging war is done, 
To ſmile at ſcapes and perils over-blown, 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 
While 1 with felf-ſame kindneſs welcome thine; 
Brother Perruchio, ſiſter Katharine, 
And thou Hor fen ſia, with thy loving widow; PR 

: * ea 
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SCENE XL. 


Lucentio's houſe in Padua, 


Enter Baptiſta, Petruchio, Hortenſio, Lucentio, 
and the reſt. 


Bap. Now in good ſadnefs, ſon Petruchio, 
I think thou baſt the verieſt threw of all. 
pet. Well, I ſay no; and therefore for aſſurance, 
Let's e ch one ſend unto his wi'e, and he 
Whoſe wite is moſt obedient to come fiiſt, 
When he doth fend for her, (hall win the wager, 
Hor, 


"I m—— 


3 


Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my honſe, 
| My banquet is to cloſe our ſtomachs up 
After our great good cheer : pray you fit down, 
For now we fir to chat as well as eat. 
Pet. Nothing bur fit and ſit, and eat and eat. 
Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, ſon Petruchio; 
Pet. Padua aftords nothing but what is kind, 
Hor, For both our ſakes I would that word were 
true. 
Pet. Now for my life Hortenſio fears his widow, 
Hor, Then never truft me if 1 be afear'd; 
Pet. 20 are very ſenſible, and yet you mils my 
ſenle: 
mean Hortenſio is afeard of you. | 
Mid. He that isgiddy thinks the world turns round, 
Pet. Roundly replied, | 
Kath, Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 
wid. Thus I conceive by him. 
Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Horten ſio that? 
Hor. My widow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her tale, 
Pet. Very well mended, kiſs him for that, good 
wide w. 
Kath, 
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Hor, Content, what wager ? 
Luc, Twenty crowns, 
Pet, Twenty crowns ! 


I'll venture ſo much on my hawk or hound, 


But twenty times ſo much upon my wife, 
Lue, 


— 
* 


— 


Kath. He that is giddy thinks the world turns 
round 
J pray you tell me what you meant by that. 

id. Your husband being troubled with a ſhrew, 
Meaſures my husband's ſorrow by his woe; 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kath, A very mean meaning, 

Wid. Right, I mean you. 

Kath, And I am mean indeed, reſpecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate. 

Hor, To her, widow, 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate do put her down, 

Hor, That's my office, 

Pet. Spoke like an officer ; ha, to thee lad, 

| {Drinks to Hortenſio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted folks: 

Grem. Believe me, Sir, they butt heads together well. 

Bian. Head and but? an haſty- witted body 
Would ſay, your head and but were head and horn. 

Vin. Ay, miſtreſs bride, hath that awaken'd you? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll ſleep 

again, 

Pet. Nay, that thou ſbalt not, ſince you have 

begun : 
Have at you for a better jeſt or two, 

Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to ſhift my buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your bow. . 
You are welcome all. | Exe. Bianca, Kath, and Widow, 

Pet. She hath prevented me. Here Signior Tranio, 
This bird you aim'd at, tho' you hit it nor, 
Therefore a health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 

Tra, Oh Sir, Bucentio ſlip'd me like his gray hound, 

Which 
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Luc. A hundred then, 
Hor, Content. 

Pet. A match, 'tis done. 
Hor. Who ſhall begin ? 
Luc. That will I, 

Go Biondello, bid your miſtreſs come to me, 
Bion. I go, : RR 5 
Bap. Son, I' be your half, Bianca comes, 

Exc. 1'll have no halves: I'll bear it all my ſelf. 


Re-enter Biondello. 


How now, what news ? 
Bion. Sir, my miſtreſs ſends you word 
That ſhe is buſy, and cannot come, 
Pet, How ? ſhe's buſy, and cannot come: is that an 
anſwer ? 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too : 
Pray God, Sir, your wife lend you not a worſe, 
Pet. I hope better. 
Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and intreat my wife to come 


to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello, 
Pet. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then ſhe needs muſt 
come, 


Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 


ke — 


Which runs himſelf, and catches for his maſter. 
Pet. A good ſwift fimile, but ſomething curriſh, 
Tra. Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for your ſelf: 

Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. Oh, oh Petruchis, Tranio hits you now, 
Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
Hor, Confeſs, confeſs, hath he not hit you there ? 
Pet. He has a little gall'd me, I confeſs; 

And as the jeſt did glance away from me, 

"Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright, 

SCENE XI. cc. 


Euter 
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Enter Biondello. 


Yours will not be intreated : now, wkere's my wife ? 
Bion. She ſays you have ſome goodly jeſt in hand, 
She will not come; ſhe bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worſe and worte, ſhe will not come! 
Oh vile, intolerable, not to be endur'd: 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your miſtrels, 
Say I command her to come to me. [Exit Gru, 
Hor, I know her anſwer. 
Pet. What? 
Hor, She will nat. 
Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and there's an end, 


SCENE XII. 
Enter Katharina, 


apt. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Kathas 

rine. 

Kath. W hat is your will, Sir, thit you ſend for me ? 

Pet. Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenſio's wife? 

Kath. They fit conferring by the parlour fire. 

Pet. Go fetch them hither ; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their husbands ; 
Away, I ſay, and bring them hither ſtr:1ghe, 

[Exit Katharina, 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hor. And ſo it is; | wonder what it bodes. 

Pet, Marry, peace ir bodes, and love, and quiet life, 
And awful rule, and right ſupremacy ; 

And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 

Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio ; 

The wager thou haſt won, and 1 will add 
Unta theif lofſes twenty thouſand crowns, 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 

Her new-built yirtue and obedience, 
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Enter Katharina, Bianca and Widow, 


See Where ſhe comes, and brings your froward wives 
As priſoners to her womanly perſuaſion : 
Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not, 
Off with that bauble, throw it underfoot. | 
[She pulls off her cap, and throws it down, 
Wid. Lord, let me never have a cauſe to ſigh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a ſilly paſs. 
Bian. Fie, what a fooliſh duty call yau this? 
Luc, I would your duty were as fooliſh too: 
The wiſdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
Coſt me an hundred crowns ſince ſupper-time. 
Bian. The more fool you for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katharine, 1 charge ye tell theſe headſtrong 
women, 
What duty they owe to their lords and husbands. 
Mid. Come, come, you're mocking, we will have 
no telling. 
Pet. Come on, I ſay, and firſt begin with her, 
Wid. She ſhall not. 
Pet, I fay ſhe ſball, and firſt begin with her, 
Kath, Fie, fie, upkni that threatning unkind brow, 
And dart not ſcornful glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor, 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads, 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake tair buds, 
Andin no ſenſe is meet or amiable, 
A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 
Will dain to ſip, or touch a drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy lite, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſovereign; one that cares for thee 
And for thy maintenance: commits his body 
To painful labour, both by ſea and land; 
To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
While thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience, 
Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 
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Such duty as the ſubje& owes the prince, 

Even ſuch a woman oweth to her husband : 

And when ſhe's froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſower, 

And not obedient to his honeſt will; 

What is ſhe but a. foul contending rebel, 

And gracelels traitor to her loving lord? 

I am aſham'd that women are ſo ſimple, 

To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace; 

Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy, and (way, 

When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies ſoft, and weak and ſmooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our ſoft conditions and our hearts 

Should well agree with our external parts? 

Come, come, you're froward and unable worms; 

My heart is great, my reaſon haply more, 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown; 

But now I ſee our launces are but ſtraws, 

Our ſtrength is weak, our weakneſs paſt compare, 

That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are.“ 
Enter 
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indeed leaſt are: 

Then vale your ſtomachs, for it is no boot, 

And place your hands below your husband's foot : 

In token of which duty, it he pleafe, 

My hand is ready, may it do him eaſe, 
Pet. Why, there's a wench : come on, and kiſs me, 

Kate. 

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad, for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Vin. Tis a good hearing when children are toward. 
Luc. Bit a harſh hearing when women are froward, 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to-bed, 

We two are married, but you two are ſped. 

*'Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white, 

And being a winner, God give you good night. 

Ex. Petruchio and Kith, 
Hor. Mow go thy ways, thou haſt tam'd a curſt? 
rew. 


Luc, 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, ſhe will be 
tam'd ſo, 
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Enter two Jr bearing Sly in his own apparel, and 
leave him on the ſtage. Then enter a Tapſter. 


Sly awaking.] Sim, give's ſome more wine — at, 
all the players gone? am not 1 a lord? 

Tap. A lord with a murrain! come, art theu drunk 

ill? 
4 Sly. Who's this? Tepſter! oh I have had the braveſt 
dream that ever thou heardſt in all thy life. 

Tap. Yea marry, but thou hadft beſt get thee home, 
for your wife will courſe you for dreaming here all night. 

Sly. Will ſhe? I know how to tame 4 ſhrew, 1 
dreamt upon it all this night, and thou haſt wak'd me 
ont of the beſt dream that ever Ihad. But Ill to my wife, 
and tame her too, if ſhe anger me. 
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